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FOREWORD 

S^c^.sas^,U.ciusiv.  lan,n>Here  tk,  forty  far„.  kolain^s 

K^oftHean,,  an,  ^Here  fan^Uy  na,„es  ani  recor>is  in  son. 
cases  run  back  unbroken  for  very  „.any  generations. 

i'st  ofy  iel,ef  no  present  inhabitant  of  Sere,  is  in  any  n>ay 

21  """  '""  "^  ""  ^"'""^'^  ""''''^'"  ""'""^  '■"  «'V 

Tie  name  Carre  is  still  an  honoured  one  in  tne  Island 
ts  pronounced  Caury. 

The  numbers  on  the  map  refer  to  the  farms  and  tenants  in 
the  year  .8oo-the  approximate  date  of  the  story.  As  this  map 
has  been  speaally  compiled,  and  is,  I  believe,  the  only  one  of  its 
k.nd.n  e.,stence,  it  may  be  of  interest  to  some  to  find  at  the  end 
ofthts  volume  a  list  of  the  holdings  and  holders  in  Sere,  about 
one  hundred  years  ago. 


It 


s,2iil  TT  ^'""" "'"" '"" '"" "  '"'"'^"'"^  -"" 

'rouble  by  vanous  good  friends  in  Sari  and  elseu,here.      If 
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in  em  or  two  cases,  we  have  permitted  ourselves  some  little 
license  in  the  adaptation  of  the  present  to  the  past,  it  is  only  for 
the  purpose  ofpresenHng  to  the  reader  as  nearly  as  possible  what 
was  in  the  writers  mind  when  working  on  the  story. 

The  map  and  list  of  the  Forty  Men  of  Sark  and  their 
properties  in  the  year  ,"00  were  compiled  for  me  from  the  old 
Island  records,  by  my  friend  Mr.  W.  A.  Toplis,  over  twenty 
years  resident  in  Sark,  and  for  all  the  time  and  labour  he 
expended  upon  them  I  here  make  most  grateful  acknowledgment. 

The  length  of  the  Couple  depends  upon-on^s  feelings,  onis 
temperament,  and  the  exact  spots  where  it  really  begins  and 
ends.  To  the  nervous  it  seems  endless,  and  some  have  found 
themselves  unable  to  cross  it  under  any  conditions  whatever. 
So  high  an  authority  as  Ansted  gives  it  as  600  feet,  others 
say  300, ■  the  simple  fact  being  that,  unless  one  goes  for  the 
express  methodic  purpose  of  measuring  it  (which  no  one  ever 
does),  all  thought,  save  that  of  wonder  and  admiration,  is  lost 
the  moment  one's  foot  falls  upon  it.  The  span  frop,  cliff  to 
cliff  is  probably  something  over  300  feet,  while,  from  the  dip 
of  the  path  in  Sark  to  the  clearing  of  the  rise  in  Little 
Sark,  it  is  probably  twice  as  much. 
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CHAPTER  I 

HOW  PAUL  MARTEL  FELL  OUT  WITH 
SERCQ 

To  give  you  a  clear  understanding  of  matters  I  must 
begm  at  the  beginning  and  set  things  down  in  their 
proper  order,  though,  as  you  wiU  see,  that  was  not 

karTt^hem'^"'  *''"  ^^^  "  ^^'''^  ^  ""y^'"  '^"^^  *° 
For  my  mother  and  my  grandfather  were  not  given 
to  overmuch  talk  at  the  best  of  times,  and  aU  Z 
S  th.T*'T^  concerning  my  father  left  me 
only  the  bare  knowledge  that,  like  many  another 
Island  man  m  those  times-ay,  and  in  all  times-he  had 
gone  down  to  the  sea  and  had  never  returned  therefrom 
That  was  too  common  a  thing  to  require  any  ex- 
planation, and  it  was  not  till  long  afterwards  when 
1  was  a  grown  man,  and  so  many  other  strange  thines 

ct^I'  u  ""^^  ^"""^  ^"  ^^°"t  ">y  father,  that 

George   Hwion,   under   the   compulsion   of   a   very 

knew^f^^e'mXr^'  '^P^^""^'  '''''  ""^  ^"  ^^ 
This,  then,  that  I  teU  you  now  is  the  picture  wrought 

and  from  others,  regarding  events  which  took  place 
when  I  was  close  upon  three  years  old. 
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And  first,  let  me  say  that  I  hold  myself  a  Sercq 
man  bom  and  bred,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that— well 
you  ,yill  come  to  that  presently.  And  I  count  our 
Mtle  isle  of  Sercq  the  very  fairest  spot  on  earth,  and 
m  that  I  am  not  alone.  The  three  years  I  spent  on 
ships  trading  legitimately  to  the  West  Indies  and 
Canada  and  the  Mediterranean  made  me  familiar 
with  many  notable  places,  but  never  have  I  seen  one 
to  equal  this  little  pearl  of  all  islands. 

You  wiU  say  that,  being  a  Sercq  man,  that  is  quite 
how  I  ought  to  feel  about  my  own  Island.  And  that 
IS  true,  but.  apart  from  the  fact  that  I  have  lived 
there  the  greater  part  of  my  life,  and  loved  there 
and  suffered  there,  and  enjoyed  there  greater  happi- 
ness than  comes  to  all  men,  and  that  therefore  Sercq 
IS  to  me  what  no  other  land  ever  could  be  —apart 
from  all  that,  I  hold,  and  always  shall  hold,  that  in 
the  matter  of  natural  beauty,  visible  to  all  seeing 
eyes,  our  little  Island  holds  her  own  against  the  world 
My  grandfather,  who  had  voyaged  even  more 
widely  than  myself,  always  said  the  same,  and  he 
was  not  a  man  given  to  windy  talk,  nor,  indeed,  as 
1  have  said,  to  overmuch  talk  of  any  kind. 

And  for  the  opening  of  my  eyes  to  the  rare  delight 
and  fuU  enjoyment  of  the  simple  things  of  Nature 
just  as  God  has  fashioned  them  with  His  wonderful 
tools,  the  wmd,  the  wave,  and  the  weather  I  have 
to  thank  my  mother,  Rachel  Carr6,  and  my  grand- 
father, PhUip  Carr6,-for  that  and  very  much  more. 

It  has  occurred  to  me  at  times,  when  I  have  been 
thmkmg  over  their  lives  as  I  knew  them.-the  solitari- 
ness the  quietness,  the  seeming  grayness  and  dead 
levelness  of  them.-that  possibly  their  enjoyment  and 
apprehension  of  the  beauty  of  all  things  about  them 
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the  small  things  as  weU  as  the  great,  were  given  to 
them  to  make  up,  as  it  were,  for  the  loss  of  other 
things,  which,  however,  they  did  not  seem  to  miss 
and  I  am  quite  sure  would  not  have  greatly  valued.' 
It  they  had  been  richer,  more  in  the  world,— busier 
they  hardly  could  have  been,  for  the  farm  was  but  a 
smaU  one  and  not  very  profitable,  and  had  to  be 
helped  by  the  fishing,— perhaps  they  might  not  have 
1   ind  time  to  see  and  understand  and  enjoy  those 
simpler,  larger  matters.    But  some   may  look  upon 
that  as  mere  fooUshness,  and  may  quote  against  me 
M  La  Fontaine  s  fable  about  the  fox  and  the  grapes 
I  do  not  mmd.  Their  grapes  ripened  and  were  gathered 
and  mine  are  in  the  ripening. 

Sercq,  in  the  distance,  looks  like  a  great  whale 
basking  on  the  surface  of  the  sea  and  nuzzling  its 
young.    That  is  a  feature  very  common  to  our  Islands  • 
for  time,  and  the  weather,  and  the  ever-restless  sea 
wear  through  the  softer  veins,  which  run  through  all 
our  Island  rocks,  just  as  unexpected  streaks  of  tender- 
ness may  be  found  in  the  rough  natures  of  our  Island 
men.    And  so,  from  every  outstanding  point    great 
pieces   become   detached   and   form   separate   islets 
between  which  and  the  parent  isles  the  currents  run 
like  mill-races  and  take  toll  of  the  unwary  and  the 
stranger.    So,    Sercq    nuzzles   Le   Tas,    and   Jethou 
Crevichon,  and  Guernsey  Lihou  and  the  Hanois  and 
even  Brecqhou  has  its  whelp  in  La  Givaude.     Herm 
alone,  with  its  long  white  spear  of  sand  and  shells 
IS  like  a  sword-fish  among  the  nursing  whales 

In  the  distance  the  long  ridge  of  Sercq  looks  as 
bare  and  umnteresting  as  would  the  actual  back  of 
a  basking  whale.  It  is  only  when  you  come  to  a  more 
intimate  acquaintance  that  aU  her  charms  become 
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visible.  Just  as  I  have  seen  high-bom  women,  in  our 
great  capital  city  of  London,  turn  cold  unmoved  faces 
to  the  crowd  but  smile  sweetly  and  graciously  on 
their  friends  and  acquaintances. 

As  you  draw  in  to  the  coast  across  the  blue-ribbed 
sea,  which,  for  three  parts  of  the  year,  is  all  alive 
with  dancing  sunilakes,  the  smooth  bold  ridge  resolves 
itself  into  deep  rents  and  chasms.  The  great  granite 
cliffs  stand  out  hke  the  frowning  heads  of  giants, 
seamed  and  furrowed  with  ages  of  conflict.  The  rocks 
are  wrought  into  a  thousand  fantastic  shapes.  The 
whole  coast  is  honeycombed  with  caves  and  bays, 
with  chapelles  and  arches  and  flying  buttresses,  among 
which  are  wonders,  such  as  you  will  find  nowhere  else 
in  the  world.  And  the  rocks  are  coloured  most 
wondrously  by  that  which  is  in  them  and  upon  them, 
and  perhaps  the  last  are  the  most  beautiful,  for  their 
lichen  robes  are  woven  of  silver,  and  gold,  and  gray, 
and  green,  and  orange.  When  the  evening  sun  shines 
full  upon  the  Autelets,  and  sets  them  all  aflame  with 
golden  fire,  they  become  veritable  altars  and  hft  one's 
soul  to  worship.  He  would  be  a  bold  man  who  would 
say  he  knew  a  nobler  sight,  and  I  should  doubt  his 
word  at  that,  until  I  had  seen  it  with  my  own  eyes. 

The  great  seamed  rocks  of  the  headlands  are  black, 
and  white,  and  red,  and  pink,  and  purple,  and  yellow ; 
while  up  above,  the  short  green  herbage  is  soft  and 
smooth  as  velvet,  and  the  waving  bracken  is  like  a 
dark  green  robe  of  coarser  stuff  lined  delicately  with 
russet  gold. 

Now  I  have  told  you  all  this  because  I  have  met 
people  whose  only  idea  of  Sercq  was  of  a  storm- 
beaten  rock,  standing  grim  and  stark  among  the 
thousand  other  rocks  that  bite  up  through  the  sea 
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thereabouts.  Whereas,  in  reality,  our  Island  is  a 
little  paradise,  gay  with  flowers  all  the  year  round. 
For  the  gorse  at  all  events  is  always  aflame,  even  in 
the  winter— and  then  in  truth  most  of  all,  both  inside 
the  houses  and  out;  for,  inside,  the  dried  bushes 
flame  merrily  in  the  wide  hearthplaces,  while,  outside, 
the  prickly  points  still  gleam  Uke  gold  against  the 
wmtry  gray.  And  the  land  is  fruitful  too  in  trees 
and  shrubs,  though,  in  the  more  exposed  places,  it  is 
true,  the  trees  suffer  somewhat  from  the  lichen, 
which  blows  in  from  the  sea,  and  clings  to  their  wind- 
ward sides,  and  slowly  eats  their  lives  away. 

And  now  to  tell  you  of  that  which  happened  when 
I  was  three  years  old,  and  I  will  make  it  all  as  clear 
as  I  can,  from  all  that  I  have  been  able  to  pick  up. 
and  from  my  knowledge  of  the  places  which  are  still 
very  much  as  they  were  then. 

The  front  door  of  our  Island  is  the  tunnel  in  the 
rock  cut  by  old  Helier  de  Carteret  nearly  three  hundred 
years  ago.  Standing  in  the  tunnel,  you  see  on  one 
side  the  shingle  of  the  beach  where  the  boats  lie  but 
poorly  sheltered  from  the  winter  storms,  though  we  are 
hopmg  before  long  to  have  a  breakwater  capable  of 
affording  better  shelter  than  the  present  one.  You 
see  also  the  row  of  great  capstans  at  the  foot  of  the 
chff  by  which  the  boats  are  hauled  as  far  out  of  reach 
of  the  waves  as  possible,  though  sometimes  not  far 
enough.  Through  the  other  end  of  the  tunnel  you 
look  mto  the  Creux  Road,  which  leads  straight  up 
to  the  life  and  centre  of  the  Island. 

Facing  due  east  and  sloping  sharply  to  the  sea,  this 
nanow  way  between  the  hills  gets  aU  the  sun.  and  on 
a  fine  summer's  morning  grows  drowsy  with  the 
heat.    The  crimson  and  creamy-gold  of  the  opening 
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Kbneysuclde  swings  heavy  with  its  own  sweetness, 
ihe  harts-tongue  ferns,  matted  aU  over  the  steep 
banks,  hang  down  like  the  tongues  of  thirsty  dogs 
llie  bees  blunder  sleepUy  from  flower  to  flower.  Se 
black  and  crimson  butterflies  take  short  flights  and 
ong  pantmg  rests.  Even  the  late  wild  roses  seem 
less  saucily  cheerful  than  usual,  and  the  branching 
feriis  on  the  hUlsides  look  as  though  they  were  cast 
m  bronzy. 

I  have  seen  it  all  just  so  a  thousand  times,  and 
have  passed  down  from  the  sweet  blowing  wind  above 
to  the  cnsp  breath  of  the  sea  below,  without  waken- 
mg  the  httle  vaJley  from  its  sleep. 

But  on  one  such  day  it  had  a  very  rude  awakening, 
t-or,  without  a  moment's  warning,  half  the  popula 
tion  of  the  Island  came  pouring  down  the  r*;ep  way 
towards  the  sea.  First  came  four  burly  fishermen  in 
blue  guernseys  and  stocking  caps,  carrying  between 
them  m  a  shng  of  ropes,  a  fifth  man,  whose  arms 
and  legs  were  tightly  bound.  His  dark  face  was 
bruised  and  discoloured,  and  darker  stUl  with  the 
anger  that  was  in  him.  He  was  a  powerful  man  and 
looked  dangerous  even  in  his  bonds. 

Behind  these  came  Pierre  Le  Masurier,  the  S^n^chal 
and  I  can  imagine  how  tight  and  grim  his  face  would 
be  set  to  a  job  which  he  did  not  like.  For,  though  he 
was  the  magistrate  of  the  Island,  and  held  the  law  in 
hB  own  hands,  with  ^he  assistance  of  his  two  conn«- 
ables,  Ehe  GuiUe  and  Jean  Vaudin,  they  were  all  just 
farmers  like  the  rest.  M.  le  Sfetehal  was,  indeed,  a 
man  of  substance,  and  had  acquired  some  leaming 
and  perhaps  even  a  little  knowledge  of  legal  mattere' 
but  he  trusted  chiefly  to  his  good  common-sense  in 
decidmg  the  disputes  which  now  and  again    sprang 
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up  among  his  neighbours.  And  as  for  Elie  GuiUe  and 
Jean  Vaudin  they  had  very  httle  to  do  as  officers  of 
the  law  but  had  their  hands  very  full  with  the  farming 
and  fishing  and  care  of  their  families,  and  when  they 
had  to  turn  constable  it  was  somewhat  against  the 
gram,  and  they  did  it  very  mUdly,  and  gave  as  little 
offence  as  possible. 

And  behind  M.  le  Sfe&:hal  came  two  or  three  more 
men  and  half  the  womei.  and  children  of  the  Island 
the  women  all  agog  with  excitement,  the  children 
dodgmg  m  and  out  to  get  a  glimpse  of  the  bound  man 
And  none  of  them  said  a  word.  The  only  sound  was 
the  gnnding  of  the  heavy  boots  in  front,  and  the 

a  way.  There  had  been  words  and  to  spare  up  above 
This  was  the  end  of  the  matter  and  of  the  man  in 
bonds,  so  far  as  the  Island  was  concemed,-at  least 
that  was  the  intention.  There  was  no  exultation 
over  the  prisoner,  no  jibes  and  jeers  such  as  mijjht 
have  been  elsewhere.  They  were  simply  interested 
to  see  the  end. 

Behind  them  all,  slowly,  and  as  though  against 
o^JIiii/  determined  to  see  it  out,  camel  t^man 
o  middle  age,  hke  the  rest  half  farmer,  half  fisherman, 
tK  «,u     "'T^"'*  sadder^oun^enance  than  any 

there.  When  aU  the  rest  poured  noisily  through  the 
tunnel  and  spread  out  along  the  shingle,  he  stood 
back^among  the  capstans  under  the  cliff  and  watched 

The  bearers  placed  their  burden  in  one  of  the  boats 
drawn  up  on  the  beach,  and  straightened  their  backs 
gratefully.    They    ran    the    boat    rasping    over    the 

rS  T}^'  ^^'''-  ^^  *^°  °*  them%/rang  in  and 
rowed  steadily  out  to  sea.    The  others  stood   hands 
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on  hipi.  watching  them  silently  till  the  boaf  turned 
the  comer  of  Le,  Uches  and  passed  out  of  S 
and  then  their  tongues  were  loosed. 

Marttl.""  '^**  °°''    "^**''  *•**  •"**  °*  "*"»'•" 

"  ZTh  ^^^  '    ^''.'"  ''"P*  '«''■■  »»"'»  the  other. 
But  I  d  sooner  seen  hun  dead  and  buried  " 

Crais  b'en  I  "  said  the  other  with  a  knowing 

nod.    For  all  the  world  knew  that  if  Paul  ffl 

had  never  come  to  Sercq,  Rachel  Carr6  might  have 

become  Mistress  Hamon  instead  of  Madame  Martel- 

and  very  much  better  for  her  if  she  had 

pohshed  manners  of  his  courting  days,  had  proved 
anythmg  but  a  good  husband,  and  he  had  wo,S,d  ,« 
a  long  period  of  mdifference  and  neglect  with  a  grievous 
t^LT"^*  T^^^.^^  *«"«d  the  clan  s^rit  o 

of  It  an  object-lesson  to  the  other  Island  girls  which 
would  be  ikely  to  further  the  wooings  of  The  iSLI 
lads  for  a  long  time  to  come 

only  half  a  Guernsey  man  at  that.    His  father  was 

get  wetkedTtl^w'^'''''""?'  "''°  '^^PP*"*'^  *« 
get  wrecked  on  the  Hanois,  and  settled  and  married 

lea^S  had'  ff.  ^'.^^^  ''^  ^''^  ^^^^ 
nfk.  i!.  ^^^  *°  ^°'"en  parts  and  seen  much 
of  he  world.  He  was  an  exceUent  sailor,  and  when 
.n  fW    °*  %?^S  ^^^  t"™«d  his  abilities  to  account 

of  theltrnH  fr"'^'  °^  ''''^'  ""^^^  the  situation 
o  the  Islands  and  their  ancient  privileges  particularly 

f^ZJr.^Z-    ^"  Govermnent  in  London  had^ 

rfS  f-  '""^  ^  *"'■  ""^'  *°  ^"PP'«»  the  free: 
trading,  and  passed  many  laws  and  ordinances  against 
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it,  but  these  attempts  had  so  far  only  added  zest  to 
the  business,  and  seemed  rather  to  stimulate  that 
which  they  were  intended  to  suppress 

Maxtel  was  successful  as  a  smuggler,  and  might 
m  tmie  have  come  to  own  his  own  boat  and  run  his 
own  cargoes  if  he  had  kept  steady  "  ™n  «» 

whl!l*  ^°J*"lt-«*  """^  '^^  *«*>"  had  harsh  fits 
which  made  thmgs  difficult  for  the  time  being  in 

?,™Tr  ""*  ''^  '"•=''  ^^^  *•>"  '«'^«'  islands  were 
shipped  from  there.  And  that  is  how  he  came  to 
^uent  Sercq  and  made  the  acquaintance  of  Rachel 

George  Hamon.  I  know,  never  to  his  dying  day 

« mi^coSr- "'  ^""^ '"  «°*  *'"*'  '°^ "  -  »''«^y 

Martel  might,  indeed,  have  found  his  way  there  in 
any  case,  but  that,  to  Hamon,  did  not  in  4  dJL^ 
le^en  the  weight  of  the  fact  that  it  was  he^broSt 

And  If  nVhT*"*  '"  T*  °*  ^'  free-trading  schemes. 
And  if  he  had  guessed  what  was  to  comj  of  it  he 
wodd  never  have  handled  keg  or  bale  as  lonR  as  he 
hved  «ther  than,  with  his  ow^  hand,  spoil  h^l'e  L 

SttT^rteL''^*^^^' '''  -' — ^- 

But  even  George  Hamon  admits  that  Paul  Martel 
r^Tr  J^v.™"""*"^  good-looking  fellow,  with  very 
Tth^l  ^f^  '^•''"  ^"  ''^°^-  ^<1  ^  knowledge 
beyond   the  ordmary,   and   he   won   Rachel   Carry's 
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heart  against  her  head  and  in  the  teeth  of  her  father*! 
oppoaition. 

Perhaps  if  her  mother  had  been  alive  things  might 
have  been  different.  But  she  died  when  Rachel  was 
eight  years  old,  and  her  father  was  much  away  at  the 
fishmg,  for  the  farm  was  poorer  then  than  it  became 
aftervrards.  and  Martel  found  his  opportunities  and 
turned  them  to  account. 

I  do  not  pretend  to  understand  fully  how  it  came 
about— beyond  the  fact  that  the  httle  god  of  love 
goes  about  his  work  blindfold,  and  that  women  do 
the  most  unaccountable  things  at  times.  Even  in 
the  most  momentous  matters  they  are  capable  of  the 
most  grievous  mistakes,  though,  on  the  other  hand, 
that  same  heart  instinct  also  leads  them  at  times  to 
wisdom  beyond  the  gauging  of  man's  inteUigence.  A 
man  reasons  and  keeps  tight  hand  on  his  /^c'.,  .'s  • 
a  woman  feels  and  knows ;  and  sometimes  a  leap'' in 
the  dark  lands  one  safely,  and  sometimes  not. 

To  make  a  long  story  short,  however,  Paul  Martel 
and  Rachel  Carr«  were  married,  to  the  great  surprise 
of  all  Rachel's  friends  and  to  the  great  grief  of  her 
father. 

Martel  built  a  little  cottage  at  the  head  of  the 
chasm  which  drops  into  Havre  Gosselin.  and  her 
father,  Philip  Carr^.  lived  lonely  on  his  little  farm  of 
Belfontame,  by  Port  4  la  Jument.  with  no  companion 
but  his  dumb  man  Krok. 

Rachel  seemed  quite  happy  in  her  marriage.  There 
had  been  many  predictions  among  the  gossips  as  to 
Its  outcome,  and  sharp  eyes  were  not  lacking  to  detect 
the  first  signs  of  the  fulfihnent  of  prophecy,  nor  reasons 
for  visits  to  the  cottage  at  La  Frigondfe  with  a  view 
to  discovering   them.    And   perhaps   Rachel   under- 
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•tood  aU  that  perfectly  weU.  She  was  her  father's 
daughter,  and  PhUip  Carr«  was  one  of  the  most  in- 
te%ent  and  deep-thinking  men  I  have  ever  met 
w.i?"  ?  n***  "'«'».'^"'"  and  chief  friend  was  Jeanne 
u  V  Beaumanoir.  widow  of  Peter  Le  Marchant 
whose  brother  John  lived  on  Brecqhou  and  made 
r.l!n'iQr'"''**'°?.  *''""'  ^^^  ^°'  »>•"'»«"  anJ  the 
m„T),;  A  Tu°\**  '"°"«''  *°  ^""^  »>««"  Rachel's 
mother,  and  Rachel  may  have  confided  in  her.  If 
she  did  so  her  confidence  was  never  abused,  for  Jeanne 
FaUa  could  talk  more  and  teU  less  than  any  ioman 

pl'hmem!"'*  '  ^  '"""*  *  "'"y  «'**'  «'«°'"- 

She  was  a  Guernsey  woman  by  birth,  but  had  lived 

Trn^"^  u'^  °''''  ,**''"*y  y"*"-  "*^^  husband  was 
drowned  while  vraickmg  a  year  after  they  were  married 
and  she  had  taken  the  fann  in  hand  and  made  mofe 
of  It  than  ever  he  would  have  done  if  he  had  lived 
to  be  a  hundred,  for  the  Le  Marchants  always  tended 

F^',  P,  f  K  ^^''u  *"  **""  ^'^^'  t*'°"8h  Jeanne 
FaUas  Peter.  I  have  been  told,  was  more  shore-going 
than  the  rest  She  had  no  child  of  her  own,  and  tha? 
was  the  only  lack  in  her  Ufe.  She  made  up  for  it  by 
keeping  an  open  heart  to  all  other  children,  whereby 
many  gamed  through  her  loss,  and  her  loss  turned 
to  gain  even  for  herself. 

a,?h»  f  ^'^  f'  ^l  """'  '^"^  '"^''^  ^  'n"«=h  of  him 
as  If  he  had  been  her  own.  And  the  two  between 
them  named  h.m  Philip  Carr6  after  his  grandfather,- 
7^Tn'  r^  ."i  °'  P°''*"y  '•'"Ply  ^'th  the  idea  of 
th^reason  '»a™«ge.-happily  done,  whatever 

For  Martel,  outside  busine.ss  matters,  which  needed 
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a  clear  head  mid  all  a  man's  wits  about  him  unless 
he  wanted  to  run  himself  and  his  cargoes  into  trouble, 
soon  proved  himself  unstable  as  water.  The  nature 
of  his  business  tended  to  conviviality.  Successful 
runs  were  celebrated,  and  fresh  ones  planned,  and 
occasional  losses  consoled,  in  broached  kegs  which 
cost  httle.  Success  or  failure  found  equal  satisfaction 
m  the  flowing  bowl,  and  no  home  happiness  ever 
yet  came  out  of  a  bung-hole. 

Then,  too,  Rachel  Carr6  had  been  brought  up  by 
her  father  in  a  simple,  perhaps  somewhat  rigorous, 
faith,  which  in  himself  developed  into  Quakerism.  I 
have  thought  it  not  impossible  that  in  that  might  be 
found  some  explanation  of  her  action  in  marrying 
Paul  Martel.  Perhaps  her  father  drew  the  Unes 
somewhat  tightly,  and  her  opening  life  craved  width 
and  colour,  and  found  the  largest  possibilities  of 
them  m  the  rollicking  young  stranger.  Truly  he 
brought  colour  enough  and  to  spare  into  the  sober 
gray  of  her  life.  It  was  when  the  red  blood  started 
under  his  vicious  blows  that  their  life  together  ended. 

Martel  had  no  beliefs  whatever,  except  in  himself 
and  his  powers  of  outwitting  any  preventive  officer 
ever  bom. 

Rachel  Carry's  illusions  died  one  by  one.  The 
colours  faded,  the  gray  darkened.  Martel  was  much 
away  on  his  business  ;  possibly  also  on  his  pleasures. 
One  night,  after  a  successful  run,  he  returned  home 
very  drunk,  and  discovered  more  than  usual  cause 
for  resentment  in  his  wife's  reproachful  silence.  He 
struck  her,  wounding  her  to  the  flowing  of  blood,  and 
she  picked  up  her  boy  and  fled  along  the  cUffs  to 
Beaumanoir  where  Jeanne  Falla  lived,  with  George 
Hamon  not  far  away  at  La  Vauroque. 
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Jeanne  Falla  took  her  in  and  comforted  her,  and 
as  soon  as  Geoijie  Haiiion  heard  the  news,  he  started 
off  with  a  ne:.;hbour  or  tvD  to  Fr^ondfe  to  attend 
to  Martel. 

In  the  result,  a.id  '-^t  without  some  tough  fighting, 
for  Martel  was  a  powerful  man  and  furious  at  their 
invasion,  they  carried  him  in  bonds  to  the  house  of 
the  Sfe&Jial,  Pierre  Le  Masurier,  for  judgment.  And 
M.  le  S^n&;hal,  after  due  consideration,  determined, 
like  a  wise  man,  to  rid  himself  of  a  nuisance  by  flinging 
it  over  the  hedge,  as  one  does  the  slugs  that  eat  one's 
cabbages.  Martel  came  from  Guernsey  and  was  not 
wanted  in  Sercq.  To  Guernsey  therefore  he  should 
go,  with  instructions  not  to  return  to  Sercq  lest  worse 
should  follow.  Hence  the  procession  that  disturbed 
the  slumbers  of  the  Creux  Road  that  day. 


CHAPTER  II 

HOW  RACHEL  CARRE  WENT  BACK  TO 
HER  FATHER 

"You  paid  off  some  of  your  old  score  up  there  last 
night  George,"  said  one  of  the  men  who  had  stood 
watchmg  the  boat  which  carried  Martel  back  to 
Ouemsey. 

"Just  a  little  bit,"  said  Hamon,  as  he  rubbed  his 
hand  gently  over  a  big  bruise  on  the  side  of  his  nead 

He  s  a  devil  to  fight  and  as  strong  as  an  ox  ;  "  and 
they  turned  and  foUowed  the  Sen&hal  and  Philip 
Carre  through  the  tunnel. 

"  Good  riddance  !  "  said  a  woman  in  the  crowd 
takmg  off  her  black  sun-bonnet  and  giving  it  an 
angry  shake  before  putting  it  on  again.  "  We  don't 
want  any  of  that  kind  here,"-with  a  meaning  look 
at  the  big  fishermen  behind,  which  set  them  grinm.  . 
and  winking  knowingly.  '° 

"  Aw  then.  Mistress  Guilbert."  said  one,  lurching 
uncomfortably  under  her  gaze,  with  his  hands  deep 
m  his  trouser  pockets.  "We  others  know  better 
than  that." 

"  And  a  good  thing  for  you,  too.  That  kind  of  work 
won  t  go  down  in  Sercq,  let  me  tell  you.  Ma  i€  no  i  " 
and  the  crowd  dribbled  away  through  the  tunnel 
to  get  back  to  its  work  again. 
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The  S^n^chal  was  busy  planting  late  cabbages  and 
time  was  precious.  The  grave-faced  fisherman  who 
had  stood  behind  the  crowd,  tramped  up  the  narrow 
road  by  his  side. 

"  WeU,  Carr^,  you're  rid  of  him.  I  hope  for  good  " 
said  the  S6n6chal.  ^      ' 

"  Before  God,  I  hope  so,  M.  le  S^n^chal !  He  has  a 
devil." 

"  How  goes  it  with  Mistress  Rachel  this  momine  '  " 
"  She  says  little."  ' 

"  But  thinks  the  more,  no  doubt.    She  has  suffered 

more  than  we  know,  I  fear." 
"  Like  enough." 
"  I  never  could  understand  why  she  threw  herself 

away  on  a  man  like  that." 

"  It  was  not  for  want  of  warning." 

"I  am  sure.  Well,  she  has  paid.  I  hope  this  ends 
it. 

But  the  other  shook  his  head  doubtfuUy,  and  as 
they  parted  at  the  crossways,  he  said  gloomUy  "  She'll 
know  no  peace  tiU  he's  under  the  sea  or  the  sod  " 
And  the  Sfe&hal  nodded  and  strode  thoughtfully 
away  towards  Beauregard,  while  Carr6  went  on  to 
Havre  Gosselin. 

When  he  reached  the  cottage  at  the  head  of  the 
chasm,  he  lifted  the  latch  and  went  in  He  was 
confronted  by  a  smaU  boy  of  three  or  so,  who  at  sound 
of  the  latch  had  snatched  a  stick  from  the  floor  with 
a  frown  of  vast  determination  on  his  baby  face— an 
odd,  meaningful  action. 

At  sight  of  Philip  Carr6,  however,  the  crumpled 
face  relaxed  instantly,  and  the  youngster  launched 
himself  at  him  with  a  shout  of  welcome. 

At  sound  of  the  latch,  too,  a  girlish  figure  had 
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thf^^  !?K*T  *^^  «t-de-fo«aille  in  the  comer  bv 
the  hearth-the  great  square  couch  built  Tt  into 
he  room  and  iUled  with  dried  bracken,  the  Sve«S 
lounge  in  t'ae  Islands,  and  generally  of  a  s^e  iS 
enough  to  accommodate  the  entire  family  ^ 

This  was  Carry's  daughter,  Rachel,  Martel's  wife 

!i       Z  '^^,  ^"^  '°'""'y-    She  was  the  Island  beZv 
when  Martel  married  her,  and  much  souZ  after^ 
which  made  her  present  state  the  more  Wtter  to 
contemplate.    Her   face   was   whiter   even   than   of 
late,  at  the  moment,  by  reason  of  the  dark  c  rdes  of 
suiienng  round  her  eyes  and  the  white  cloth  boLd 
round  her  head.    She  sat  up  and  looked  at  her  fatW 
with  the  patient  expectancy  of  one  who  had  endS 
much  and  doubted  stiU  what  might  be  in  sto^for  her 
Carr6  gnpped  the  smaU  boy's  two  hands  in  his  bi^ 
brown  one,  and  the  yomigster  with  a  shout  threw 
back  his  boay  and  planted  his  feet  on  his  grandfa  her^ 
leg,  a^d  walked  up  him  until  the  stron?  right  a^ 
encircled  hmi  and  he  was  seated  triumphlntly  L  t™ 
crook   of  It.    Whatever   the   old   man   might   have 

S^fo^r^hTb?;!^^ '''-  -- ""  '^-"^  -  ^^ 

"He  is  gone,"  he  said,  with  a  grave  nod,  in  response 

fon^  J°f^r'a1ir;taS^-  ^""^  ^^'^  '"^  ^°  ^^^ 

She  shook  her  head  doubtfully. 

"  He's  an  angry  man,  and  if  he  should  get  back " 

said  her  father.  ^  

■'  In  bis  right  mind  he  would  be  .sorry " 

nod     ^f  S  ^'"  ^'  '"^^  "«"•"•  ^*h  ^  ^on^bre 
Tlone  "  "°  P'*"  "  y°"  ^"'-  here  aJl 
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But  she  shook  her  head  dismally,  with  no  sign  of 
yielding. 

"  It  has  been  very  lonely,"  he  said.  "  You  and 
the  boy " 

And  she  looked  up  at  him,  and  the  hunger  of  his 
face  seemed  to  strike  her  suddenly.  She  got  up  from 
the  fem-bed  and  said,  "  Yes,  we  will  come.  My 
troubles  have  made  me  selfish." 

"  Now.  God  be  praised  !  You  lift  a  load  from  my 
heart,  Rachel.  You  will  come  at  once  ?  Put  together 
what  you  will  need  and  we  will  take  it  with  us." 

"  And  the  house  ?  " 

"  It  will  be  all  safe.  If  you  like  I  will  ask  George 
Hamon  to  give  an  eye  to  it  while  you  are  away.  Per- 
haps  "    Perhaps  she  would  decide  to  remain  with 

him  at  Belfontaine,  but  experience  had  taught  him 
to  go  one  step  at  a  time  rather  than  risk  big  leaps 
when  he  was  not  sure  of  his  footing. 

So,  while  she  gathered  such  things  as  she  and  the 
boy  would  need  for  a  few  days'  stay,  he  strode  back 
down  the  sunny  lane  to  La  Vauroque,  to  leave  word 
of  his  wishes  with  Hamon's  mother. 

And  Philip  Carry's  heart  was  easier  than  it  had 
been  for  many  a  day,  as  they  wound  their  way  among 
the  great  cushions  of  gorse  to  his  lonely  house  at 
jBelfontaine.  And  the  small  boy  was  jumping  with 
joy,  and  the  shadow  on  his  mother's  face  was  lightened 
somewhat.  For  when  one's  life  has  broken  down, 
and  iintoward  circumstances  have  turned  one  into 
a  subject  for  sympathetic  gossip,  it  is  a  rehef  to  get 
away  from  it  all,  to  dwell  for  a  time  where  the  clacking 
of  neighbourly  tongues  cannot  be  heard,  and  where 
sympathy  is  aU  the  deeper  for  finding  no  expression 
m  words.    At  Belfontaine  there  was  little  fear  of 
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oversight  or  overhearing,  for  it  lay  somewhat  aoart 
and  since  his  daughter's  marriage  PhmpCarr6^H 
lived  there  all  alone  with  hi*  dlb  i'^Krok  iho 
assisted  him  with  the  far™  and  the  fishing  ^d  their 
visitors  were  few  and  far  between 

Now  that  jumping  smaU  boy  was  myself,  and  Rachel 
f^r,iT  "y  """ther,  and  Philip  Carr^  wa7my 
grandfather  But  what  I  have  been  telling  you^ 
only  what  I  learned  long  afterwards,  when  I  wm  a 

know  these  thmgs  in  explanation  of  others. 
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CHAPTER  III 

HOW  TWO  FOUGHT  IN  THE  DARK 

When  George  Hamon  told  me  the  next  part  of  the 
story  of  those  early  days,  his  enjoyment  in  the  recalling 
of  certain  parts  of  it  was  undisguised.  He  told  it 
with  great  gusto. 

As  he  lay  that  night  on  the  fern-bed  in  the  cottage 
above  the  chasm,  he  thought  of  Rachel  Carr^,  and 
what  might  have  been  if  Martel's  father  had  only  been 
properly  drowned  on  the  Hanois  instead  of  marrying 
the  Guernsey  woman.  Rachel  and  he  might  have 
come  together,  and  he  would  have  made  her  as  happy 
as  the  day  was  long.  And  now— his  life  was  empty 
and  Rachel's  was  broken,— and  all  because  of  this 
wretched  half-Frenchman,  with  his  knowing  ways  and 
foreign  beguUements.  The  girls  had  held  him  good- 
looking.  WeU,  yes,  he  was  good-looking  in  a  way, 
but  It  passed  his  understanding  why  any  Sercq  girl 
should  want  to  marry  a  foreigner  whUe  home  lads 
were  still  to  be  had.  He  did  not  think  there  would 
be  much  marrying  outside  the  Island  for  some  time  to 
come,  but  it  was  bitter  hard  that  Rachel  Carr6  should 
have  had  to  suffer  in  order  to  teach  them  that  lesson. 

Gr-r-r  !  but  he  would  like  to  have  Monsieur  Martel 
up  before  him  just  for  ten  minutes  or  so,  with  a  clear 
field  and  no  favour.    Martel  was  strong  and  active 
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It  was  true,  but  there— he  was  a  drinker,  and  a  French- 
man at  that  and  drink  doesn't  run  to  wind,  and  a 
Frenchman  doesn't  ru..  to  fists.  Very  weU-^av 
twenty  nunutes  then,  and  if  he-George  Hamon- 

clA'!!«2'  \**°"**'.'i^**'''*'''  '"Sret  ever  having 
come  to  Sercq,  he  would  deserve  aU  he  got  and  would 
take  It  without  a  murmur. 

He  was  fuU  of  such  imaginings,  when  at  last  he  fell 
asleep,  and  h^  dreamt  that  he  and  Martel  met  in  a 
lonely  Place  and  fought.  And  so  full  of  fight  was  he 
that  he  rolled  off  the  fern-bed  and  woke  with  a  bump 
on  the  floor,  and  regretted  that  it  was  only  a  dream 
For  he  had  ,ust  got  Martel's  head  comfortably  under 
ms  left  arm,  and  was  paying  him  out  in  fuU  for  all  he 
had  made  Rachel  Carr6  suffer,  when  the  bump  of  his 
fall  put  an  end  to  it. 

The  follo-viiiR  night  he  fell  asleep  at  once,  tired 
with  a  long  day  s  work  in  the  fields.  He  woke  with  a 
start  about  midnight,  with  the  impression  of  a  sound 
in  his  ears,  and  lay  listening  doubtfully.  Then  he 
perceived  that  his  ears  had  not  deceived  him  There 
was  someone  in  the  room,-or  something,-and  for  a 
moment  all  the  superstitions  among  which  he  had 
been  bred  crawled  in  his  back  hair  and  held  his  breath 
Then  a  hwd  dropped  out  of  the  darkness  and 
touched  his  shoulder,  and  he  sprang  at  the  touch  like 
a  coiled  sprmg. 
"  Diable  I  " 

It  was  Martel's  voice  and  usual  exclamation,  and 
m  a  moment  Hamon  had  him  by  the  throat  and  they 
were  whirling  over  the  floor,  upsetting  the  table 
and  scattering  the  chairs,  and  George  Hamon's  heart 
was  beating  like  a  merry  drum  at  feel  of  his  enemy 
m  the  flesh.  ' 
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But  wrestling  blindly  in  a  dark  room  did  not  satisfy 
him.  That  which  was  in  him  craved  more.  He  wanted 
to  see  what  he  was  doing  and  the  full  effects  of  it. 

He  shook  himself  free. 

"  Come  outside  and  fight  it  out  like  a  man— if  you 
are  one."  he  panted.  "  And  we'll  see  if  you  can  beat 
a  man  as  you  can  a  woman." 

"  AUons  !  "  growled  Martel.  He  was  in  the  humour 
to  rend  and  tear,  and  it  mattered  little  what.  For 
the  authorities  in  Guernsey,  after  due  deliberation, 
had  decided  that  what  was  not  good  enough  for  Sercq 
was  not  good  enough  for  Guernsey,  and  had  shipped 
him  back  with  scant  ceremony.  He  had  been  flung 
out  like  a  sack  of  rubbish  onto  the  shingle  in  Havre 
Gosselin,  half  an  hour  before,  had  scaled  the  rough 
track  in  the  dark,  with  his  mouth  full  of  curses  and 
his  heart  full  of  rage,  and  George  Hamon  thanked  God 
that  it  was  not  Rachel  and  the  boy  he  had  found  in 
the  cottage  that  night. 

Hamon  slipped  on  his  shoes  and  tied  them  care- 
fully, and  they  passed  out  and  along  the  narrow 
way  between  the  tall  hedges.  The  fuU  moon 
was  just  showing  red  and  sleepy-looking,  but  she 
would  oe  white  and  wide  awake  in  a  few  minutes. 
The  grass  was  thick  with  dew,  and  there  was 
not  a  sound  save  the  growl  of  the  surf  on  the  rocks 
below. 

Through  a  gap  in  the  hedge  Hamon  led  the  way 
towards  Longue  Pointe. 

••  Here  !  "  he  said,  as  they  came  on  a  level  piece, 
and  roUed  up  the  sleeves  of  his  guernsey.  "  Put  away 
your  knife  ;  "  and  Martel,  with  a  curse  at  the  implica- 
tion, drew  it  from  its  sheath  at  his  back  and  flung  it 
among  the  bracken. 
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Then,  without  a  word,  they  tackled  one  another. 
No  gripping  now,  but  hard  fell  blows  straight  from 
the  shoulder,  warded  when  possible,  or  taken  in  grim 
silence.  They  fought,  not  as  men  fight  in  battle,— 
for  general  principles  and  with  but  dim  understanding 
of  the  rights  and  wrongs  of  the  matter;  but  with 
the  bitter  intensity  bom  of  personal  wrongs  and  the 
desire  for  personal  vengeance.  To  Hamon,  Martel 
represented  the  grievous  shadow  on  Rachel  Carry's 
life.  To  Martel,  Hamon  represented  Sercq  and 
all  the  contumely  that  had  been  heaped  upon  him 
there. 

Their  faces  were  set  like  rocks.  Their  teeth  were 
clenched.  They  breathed  hard  and  quick— through 
their  noses  at  first,  but  presently,  and  of  necessity, 
in  short  sharp  gasps  from  the  chest. 

It  was  a  great  fight,  with  none  to  see  it  but  the 
placid  moon,  and  so  strong  was  her  light  that  there 
seemed  to  be  four  men  fighting,  two  above  and  two 
below.  And  at  times  they  all  merged  into  a  writhing 
confusion  of  fierce  pantings  and  snortings  as  of  wild 
beasts,  but  for  the  most  part  they  fought  in  grim 
silence,  broken  only  by  the  whistle  of  the  wind  through 
their  swoUen  lips,  the  light  thud  of  their  feet  on  the 
trampled  ground,  and  the  grisly  sound  of  fist  on  flesh. 
And  they  fought  for  love  of  Rachel  Cani,  which  the 
one  had  not  been  able  to  win  and  the  other  had  not 
been  able  to  keep. 

Martel  was  the  bigger  man,  but  Hamon's  legs  and 
arms  had  springs  of  hate  in  them  which  more  than 
counterbalanced.  He  was  a  temperate  man  too,  and 
in  fine  condition.  He  played  his  man  with  discretion, 
let  him  exhaust  himself  to  his  heart's  content,  took 
with  equanimity  such  blows  as  he  could  not  ward 
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or  avoid,  and  kept  the  temper  of  his  hatred  free  from 
extravagance  till  his  time  came. 

Martel  lost  patience  and  wind.  Unless  he  could 
end  the  matter  quickly  his  chance  would  be  gone. 
He  did  his  best  to  close  and  finish  it,  but  his  opponent 
knew  better,  and  avoided  him  warily.  They  had  both 
received  punishment.  Hamon  took  it  for  Rachel's 
sake,  Martel  for  his  sins.  His  brain  was  becoming 
confused  with  Hamon's  quick  turns  and  shrewd 
blows,  and  he  could  not  see  as  clearly  as  at  first.  At 
times  it  seemed  to  him  that  there  were  two  men 
fighting  him.  He  must  end  it  while  he  had  the 
strength,  and  he  bent  to  the  task  with  desperate  fury. 
Then,  as  he  was  rushing  on  his  foe  like  a  bull,  with 
all  his  hatred  boiling  in  his  head,  all  went  suddenly 
dark,  and  he  was  lying  unconscious  with  his  face  on 
the  trodden  grass,  and  George  Hamon  stood  over 
him,  with  his  fists  still  clenched,  all  battered  and 
bleeding,  and  breathing  like  a  spent  horse,  but  happier 
than  he  had  been  for  many  a  day. 

Martel  lay  so  still  that  a  fear  began  to  grow  in 
Hamon  that  he  was  dead.  He  had  caught  him 
deftly  on  the  temple  as  he  came  on.  He  had  heard 
of  men  being  killed  by  a  blow  like  that.  He  knelt 
and  turned  the  other  gingerly  over,  and  felt  his  heart 
beating.  And  then  the  black  eyes  opened  on  him 
and  the  whites  of  them  gleamed  viciously  in  the 
moonlight,  and  Hamon  stood  up.  and,  after  a  moment's 
consideration,  strode  away  and  kicked  about  in  the 
bracken  till  he  found  the  other's  knife.  Then  he  picked 
up  his  jacket,  and  went  back  to  the  cottage  with  the 
knife  in  one  hand  and  his  jacket  in  the  other,  and 
went  inside  and  bolted  the  door,  which  was  not  a 
custom  in  Sercq. 


CHAPTER  IV 

HOW  MARTEL  RAISED  THE  CLAMEUR 
BUT  FOUND  NO  RELIEF 

George  Hamon  slept  heavUy  that  night  while  Nature 
repaired  damages.  In  the  morning  he  had  his  head 
in  a  bucket  of  water  from  the  well,  when  he  heard 
footsteps  coming  up  the  steep  way  from  the  shore 
and  as  he  shook  the  drops  out  of  his  swoUen  eyes  he 
saw  that  it  was  Philip  Carr^  come  in  from  his 
fishing. 

"Hello,  George !  "  and  Carr6  stopped  and  stared 

at  his  face,  and  knew  at  once  that  what  he  had  feared 
had  come  to  pass.—"  He's  back  then  ?  " 
"  It  feels  like  it." 
"  Where  did  you  meet  ?  " 

"  He  came  in  here  in  the  middle  of  the  night     We 
fought  on  Longue  Pointe." 
"  Where  is  he  now  ?  " 
"  I  left  him  in  the  grass  with  his  wits  out." 
'•She'll  have  no  peace  tiU  he's  dead  and  buried  " 
said  Carr6  gloomily.  ' 

Then  they  heard  heavy  footsteps  in  the  narrow 
way  between  the  hedges,  and  both  turned  quickly 
with  the  same  thought  in  their  minds.  But  it  wm 
only  Phihp  Tanquerel  coming  down  to  see  to  his 
lobster  pots,  and  at  sight  of  Hamon's  face  he  grinned 
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bed, 


I 


knowingly  and  drawled,  "  Bin   faUing  out  o 

George  ?  " 
'•  Yes.    FeU  on  top  of  the  Frenchman." 
"  Fell  heavy,  seems  to  me.    He's  back  then  ? 

doubted  he'd  come  if  he  wanted  to." 
Then  more  steps  between  the  hedges,  and  Martel 

hmiself  turned  the  comer  and  came  straight  for  the 

cottage. 

He  made  as  though  he  would  go  in  without  speaking 
to  the  others,  but  George  Hamon  planted  himself 
m  the  doorway  with  a  curt,  "  No,  you  don't  1  " 

"  You  refuse  to  let  me  into  my  own  house  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  do." 

"  By  what  right  ?  " 

"By  this!"  said  Hamon,  raising  his  fist.  "If 
you  want  any  more  of  it  you've  only  to  say  so.  You're 
outcast.    You've  no  rights  here.    Get  away  1  " 

"  I  claim  my  rights,"  said  Martel  through  his  teeth 
and  feU  suddenly  to  his  knees,  and  cried,  "  Haro  1 
Harol  Haro  I  k  I'aide  mon  prince  I  On  me  fait 
tort. 

The  three  men  looked  doubtfully  at  one  another 
for  a  moment,  for  this  old  final  appeal  to  a  higher 
tribunal,  m  the  name  of  Rollo,  the  first  old  Norseman 
Duke,  dead  though  he  was  this  nine  hundred  years 
was  stiU  the  law  of  the  Islands  and  not  to  be  infringed 
with  impunity.  * 

All  the  same,  when  the  other  sprang  up  and  would 
have  passed  into  the  cottage,  Hamon  declined  to 
move  and  when  Martel  persisted,  he  struck  at  him 
with  his  fist,  and  it  looked  as  though  the  fight  were 
to  be  renewed. 

"  He  makes  Clameur,  George,"  said  Philip  Tanquerel 
remonstratively.  ^       ^ 
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»„*    fv-^c/.T^  ^"y  Clameurs  for  me.    Let  him 
go  to  the  Stetehal  and  the  GreflSer  and  lay  the  matter 
before  them.    He's  not  coming  in  here  as  long  as 
I  ve  got  a  fist  to  hft  against  him." 
"  You  refuse  ?  "  said  Martel  blackly. 

r  "  J°\^^  ''^"^'^  S°  *°  ^^^  Greffier,"  said   Philip 
„      .     ^*  ^""^  will  have  to  decide  it." 
"  It  is  my  house." 

<;^"/rw  n*""^^  °*  "•  ^"^  ^  *°°'*  6'^e  "  "P  till  the 
S^n&ha^  teUs  me  to.    So  there  I  "  said  Hamon. 

Martel  turned  on  his  heel  and  walked  away,  and  the 
three  stood  looking  after  him. 

"  I'm  not  sure "  began  Tanquerel,  in  his  slow 

drawlmg  way. 

HJZr'"""  r'^.u^  '^*"^'''  ^y^^y-  Philip,"  said 
Mamon.  I  m  the  oppressor,  and  if  he  comes  again 
1 11  give  him  some  more  of  what  he  had  last  night. 
He  may  Haro  till  he's  hoarse,  for  me.  TiU  the  Ste  Aal 
bids  me  go.  I  stop  here ;  "  and  Tanquerel  shrugged  his 
shoulders  and  went  off  down  the  slope  to  his^ots 
More  trouble,"  said  Carr6  gloomily 
"We^  meet  it-with  our  fists,"  said  Hamon 
^eerfuUy.  "  M.  le  S6n&hal  is  not  going  to  be  brow" 
beaten  by  a  man  he's  flung  out  of  the  Island  " 

And  so  ,t  turned  out.  The  cutter  had  brought 
M  Le  Masuner  a  letter  from  the  authorities  in  Guernsey 
which  pleased  him  not  at  aU.  It  informed  him  that 
Martel,  havmg  married  into  Sercq  and  settled  on 
Sercq,  belonged  to  Sercq,  and  they  would  have  none 
of   him,    and   were   accordingly   sending   him   home 

Again. 

When  Martel  appeared  to  lodge  his  complaint,  and 

fnT/  f  IV"^^""^  "«"  *°  =^^«°"  of  oppression 
and  tnal  of  his  cause,  M.  le  S^n6chal  was  prepared 
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for  him.  It  was  not  the  man's  fault  that  he  was 
back  on  their  hands,  and  he  said  nothing  about  that 
As  to  his  complaint,  however,  he  drew  a  rigid  line 
between  the  past  and  the  future.  In  a  word  he 
declined  to  interfere  in  the  matter  of  the  cottage  untU 
the  case  should  be  tried  and  the  Court  should  rive 
its  judgment. 

"  Hamon  must  not,  of  course,  interfere  with  you 
any  further.  But  neither  must  you  interfere  with 
him,"  said  the  wise  man.  "  If  you  should  do  so  he 
retams  the  right  that  every  man  has  of  defending 
hmiself,  and  will  doubtless  exercise  it." 

At  which,  when  he  heard  it,  George  smiled  crookedly 
through  his  swollen  lips  and  half-closed  eyes,  and 
Martel  found  himself  out  in  the  cold. 

He  reconnoitred  at  a  safe  distance  several  times 
durmg  the  day.  but  each  time  found  Hamon  smoking 
his  pipe  m  the  doorway,  with  a  show  of  enjoyment 
which  his  cut  lips  did  not  in  reality  permit. 

He  stole  down  in  the  dark  and  quietly  tried  the 
bolted  door,  but  got  only  a  sarcastic  grunt  for  his 
pams. 

He  tried  to  get  a  lodging  elsewhere,  but  no  one 
would  receive  him. 

He  begged  for  food.  No  one  would  give  him  a 
crust,  and  everyone  he  asked  kept  a  watchful  eye  on 
him  untU  he  was  clear  of  the  premises. 

He  pulled  some  green  com,  and  husked  it  between 
his  hands,  and  tried  to  satisfy  his  complaining  stomach 
with  that  and  half-ripe  blackberries. 

He  crept  up  to  a  farmsteading  after  dark,  intent 
on  eggs,  a  chicken,  a  pigeon,— anything  that  might 
stay  the  clamour  inside.  The  watch-dogs  raised  such 
a  not  that  he  crept  away  again  in  haste. 


38 


CARETTE  OF  SARK 


The  hay  had  been  cut  in  the  churchyard.    That 
was  No  Man's  Land,  and  none  had  the  right  to  hunt 
him  out  of  it.    So  he  made  up  a  bed  alongside  a  great 
square  tomb,  and  slept  there  that  night,  and  scared 
the  children  as  they  went  past  to  school  next  morning 
One  of  the  cows  at  Le  Port  gave  no  mUk  that  day 
and  Dame  Vaudin  pondered  the  matter  weightily 
and  discussed  it  volubly  with  her  neighbours,  but  did 
not  try  their  remedies. 

During  the  day  he  went  over  to  Little  Sercq  in 
hopes  of  snaring  a  rabbit.  But  the  rabbits  under- 
stood him  and  were  shy.  When  he  found  himself 
near  the  Cromlech  it  suggested  shelter,  and  creeping 
in  to  curi  himself  up  for  a  sleep,  he  came  unexpectedly 
on  a  baby  rabbit  paralysed  with  fear  at  the  sight  of 
him.  It  was  dead  before  it  understood  what  was 
happening.  He  tore  it  in  pieces  with  his  fingers  and 
ate  It  raw.  They  found  its  skin  and  bones  there 
later  on. 

Under  the  stimulus  of  food  his  brain  worked  again 
^ere  was  no  room  for  him  in  Sercq,  that  was  evident 
He  was  aUen,  and  the  clan  spirit  was  too  strong  for 
him.  ° 

He  crept  back  across  the  Couple  in  the  dark  and 
passed  a  man  there  who  bade  him  good-night  not 
knowing  till  afterwards  who  he  was. 

Next  morning,  when  Philip  Carrd  came  in  from  his 
fishmg  and  clmibed  the  zigzag  above  Havre  Gosselin 
he  was  surprised  at  the  sight  of  George  Hamon  smok- 
ing in  the  doorway  of  the  cottage. 

"  Why,  George,  I  thought  you  were  off  fishing  "  he 
said.  ° 

"  Why  then  ?  " 

"Your  boat's  away."    And  Hamon  was  leaping 
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down  the  zigzag  before  he  had  finished,  whUe  Carr6 
foUowed  more  slowly.  But  no  amount  of  anxious 
staring  across  empty  waters  will  bring  back  a  boat 
that  is  not  there.  The  boat  was  gone  and  Paul  Martel 
with  it,  and  neither  was  seen  again  in  Sercq. 

For  many  months  Rachel  Carr6  lived  in  instant 
fear  of  his  unexpectedly  turning  up  again.  But  he 
never  came,  and  in  time  her  mind  found  rest.  The 
peace  and  aloofness  of  Belfontaine  appealed  to  her, 
and  dt  her  father's  urgent  desire  she  stayed  on  there 
and  gave  herself  wholly  to  the  care  of  the  house  and 
the  training  of  her  boy.  The  name  of  Martel,  with  its 
Jinpleasant  memories,  was  quietly  dropped,  and  in 
time  came  to  be  ahnost  forgotten.  The  small  boy 
grew  up  as  PhU  Carr6,  and  knew  no  other  name. 

I  am  assured  that  he  was  a  fine,  sturdy  little  fellow, 
and  that  he  took  after  his  grandfather  in  looks  and 
disposition.  And  his  grandfather  and  Krok  delighted 
in  him,  and  fed  his  hungry  little  mind  from  their  own 
hard-won  experiences,  and  taught  h-ni  aU  their  craft 
as  he  grew  able  for  it,  so  that  few  boys  of  his  age 
could  handle  boat  and  nets  and  lines  as  he  could. 
And  Philip  the  elder,  being  of  an  open  mind  through 
his  early  travels,  and  beUeving  that  God  was  more 
hke  to  help  them  that  helped  themselves  than  other- 
wise, made  him  a  fearless  swimmer,  whereby  the  boy 
gained  mighty  enjoyment  and  sturdy  health,  and  later 
on  larger  things  still. 

But  it  was  his  mother  who  led  him  gently  towards 
the  higher  things,  and  opened  the  eyes  of  his  under- 
standing and  the  doors  of  his  heart.  She  taught  him 
more  than  ever  the  schoohnaster  could,  and  more  than 
most  boys  of  his  day  knew.  So  that  in  time  he  came 
to  see  m  the  storms  and  calms,  more  than  simply  bad 
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times  and  good ;  and  in  the  clear  blue  sky  and  starry 
dome,  m  the  magical  unfoldings  of  the  dawn  and  the 
matchless  pageants  of  the  sunset,  more  than  mere 
mdications  of  the  weather. 

Yet  withal,  he  was  a  very  boy,  full  of  Ufe  and  the 
joy  of  It,  and  m  their  loving  watchfubess  over  his 
development  his  mother  and  grandfather  lost  sight 
ataMt  of  the  darker  times  out  of  which  he  had  come 
and  looked  only  to  that  which  he  might  in  time  coine 
to  be. 


; 


CHAPTER  V 

HOW  CARETTE  AND  I  WERE  GIRL  AND 
BOY  TOGETHER 

I  SUPPOSE  I  could  fill  a  great  book  with  my  recoUections 
of  those  wonderful  days  when  I  was  a  boy  of  twelve 
and  Carette  Le  Marchant  was  a  pirl  of  ten,  and  far 
and  away  the  prettiest  girl  in  Sercq,— or  in  Guernsey 
or  Jersey  either,  for  that  matter,  I'll  wager.  And  at 
that  time  I  would  have  fought  on  the  spot  any  boy 
not  too  visibly  beyond  me  who  dared  to  hold  any 
other  opinion. 

My  mother  and  my  grandfather  did  not  by  any 
means  approve  my  endless  battles,  I  am  bound  to  say 
and  I  do  not  think  I  was  by  nature  of  a  quarrelsome 
disposition,  but  it  seems  to  me  now  that  a  good  deal 
of  my  time  was  spent  in  boyish  warfare,  and  as  often 
as  not  Carette  was  in  one  way  or  another  accountable 
for  it. 

Not  that  herself  or  her  looks  could  be  called  in  ques- 
tion. These  spoke  for  themselves,  though  I  grant  you 
she  was  a  fiery  little  person  and  easUy  provoked  If 
any  attack  was  made  on  her  looks  or  her  doings  it  was 
usually  only  for  my  provocation,  as  the  knights  in 
olden  times  flung  down  their  gauntlets  by  way  of 
challenge.  But  there  were  other  matters  relating  to 
Carette,  or  rather  to  her  family,  which  I  could  defend 
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only  with  my  &U,  and  not  at  all  with  my  judgment 

Had,  of  herself,  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  them 

For  the  Le  Marchants   of   Brecqhou  were  known 
and  held  m  a  somewhat  wholesome  respect  of  fear 

to  Sse'"'™'"''  *''^*"''"  '"  **"*  ^^'^^'  ^""^  Aldemey 
It  was  not  simply  that  they  were  bold  and  successful 
free-traders.    Free-trade-^r,  as  some  would  call  it 
smugghng-w  ,  the  natural  commerce  of  the  Islands' 
and  there  were  not  very  many  whose  fingers  were  not 
m   the  golden   pie.    My  grandfather,   Philip   Carr^ 
was  one,  however,  and  he  would  have  starved  sooner 
than  hve  by  any  means  which  did  not  commend 
themselves  to  his  own  very  clear  views  of  right  and 
wrong.    The   Le   Marchants   had   made   themselves 
a  name  for  reckless  daring,  and  carelessness  of  other 
people  s  weU-being  when  it  ran  counter  to  their  own 
which  gave  them  right  of  way  among  their  feUows,' 
but  won  comment  harsh  enough  behind  their   backs 
Many  a  strange  story  was  told  of  them,  and  as  a  rule 
the  stones  lost  nothing  in  the  telling. 

But  my  boyish  recollections  of  Carette.-Carterette 
m  full,  but  shortened  by  everyone  to  Carette,  unless 
It  was  Aunt  Jeanne  Falla  under  very  great  provoca- 
tion, which  did  not,  indeed,  happen  often  but  was 
not  absolutely  unknown,-my  recollections  of  Carette 
and  of  my  mother,  and  my  grandfather,  and  Krok' 
and  George  Hamon,  and  Jeanne  Falla,  are  as  bright 
and  rosy  as  the  dawns  and  sunsets  of  those  earUer 
days. 

All  these  seem  to  hnve  been  with  me  from  the 
very  beginning.  They  made  up  ray  little  world,  and 
Carette    was    the    sunlight.-and    occasionaUy    the 
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lightning,— and  the  moonlight  was  my  mother,  and 
the  bright  stars  were  Jeanne  FaUa  and  George  Hamon 
while  my  grandfather  was  a  benevolent  power,  alwaw 
kmd  but  rather  far  above  me,  and  Krok  was  a  mystery 
man,  dearly  loved,  but  held  in  something  of  awe  by 
reason  of  his  strange  afBiction. 

For  Krok  could  hear  and  understand  all  that  was 
said  to  him,  even  in  our  Island  tongue  which  was 
not  native  to  him,  but  he  had  no  speech.  The  story 
ran  that  he  had  been  picked  off  a  piece  of  wreckaee 
somewhere  off  the  North  African  coast,  by  the  ship 
m  which  my  grandfather  made  his  last  voyage  very 
many  years  ago.  He  was  very  inteUigent  and  'quick 
of  hearmg,  but  dumb,  and  it  was  said  that  he  had 
been  captured  by  Algerine  pirates  when  a  boy  and 
had  his  tongue  cut  out  by  them.  This,  however  I 
was  m  a  position  to  contradict,  for  I  had  once  got  a 
ghmpse  of  Krok's  tongue  and  so  knew  that  he  had 
one,  though  his  face  was  so  covered  with  hair  that 
one  might  have  doubted  almost  if  he  even  had  a 
mouth. 

c  ^^u'^^.f '**  *°  ^  Spaiush.  He  was  said  to  be 
Scotch.  Wherever  he  was  bom,  he  was  by  nature 
an  honest  man  and  faithful  as  a  dog.  My  grand- 
father had  taken  a  Uking  to  him,  and  when  he  quitted 
the  sea  Krok  followed  him,  and  became  his  man  and 
served  him  faithfully.  He  could  neither  read  nor 
wnte  at  that  time,  and  his  only  vocal  expression  was 
a  hoarse  croak  like  the  cawing  of  a  crow,  and  this 
combmed  with  ample  play  of  head  and  hand  and 
facial  expression  and  hieroglyphic  gesture,  formed  his 
on^  means  of  communication  with  his  surroundings 

ITie  sailors  caUed  him  Krok,  from  the  sound  he 
made  when  he  tried  to  speak,  and  Krok  he  remained. 
3 
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In  moments  of  intense  excitement  he  was  said  to 
have  delivered  himself  of  the  word  "  Gug  "  also,  but 
doubts  were  cast  upon  this.  He  was  of  a  placid  and 
obliging  nature,  a  diligent  and  trustworthy  worker, 
and  on  the  whole  a  cheerful  companion  with  whom 
one  could  never  fall  out — by  word  of  mouth,  at  all 
events. 

He  was  short  and  broad  but  very  powerful,  and 
his  face,  where  it  was  not  covered  with  hair,  was 
seamed  and  meshed  with  little  wrinkles,  maybe  from 
pinching  it  up  in  the  glare  of  the  sun  as  a  boy.  His 
eyes  were  brown  and  very  like  a  dog's,  and  that  was 
perhaps  because  he  tould  not  speak  and  tried  to  tell 
you  things  with  them.  At  times,  when  he  could  not 
make  you  understand,  they  were  full  of  a  straining 
anxiety,  the  painful  striving  of  a  dumb  soul  for  utter- 
ance, which  was  very  pitiful. 

I  remember  very  well  quite  breaking  down  once, 
when  I  was  a  very  little  fellow  and  was  doing  my 
best  to  explain  something  I  wanted  and  could  not 
make  him  understand.  In  my  haste  I  had  probably 
begun  in  the  middle  and  left  him  to  guess  the  be- 
ginning. Something  I  had  certainly  left  out,  for  all 
I  could  get  from  Krok  was  puzzled  shakes  of  the 
head  and  anxious  snappings  of  the  bewildered  brown 
eyes. 

"  Oh,  Krok,  what  a  stupid,  stupid  man  you  are !  " 
I  cried  at  last,  and  I  can  see  now  the  sudden  pained 
pinching  of  th  ^  haiiy  face  and  the  welling  tears  in 
the  troubled  biuwn  eyes. 

I  flung  my  little  arms  half  round  his  big  neck  and 
hugged  myself  tight  to  him,  crying,  "Oh,  Krok,  I 
love  you  1  "  and  he  fondled  me  and  patted  me  and 
soothed  me,  and  our  discussion  was  forgotten.    And 
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after  that,  boy  as  I  was,  and  as  wild  and  thoughtless 
as  most,  I  do  not  think  I  ever  wounded  Krok's  soul 
again,  for  it  was  like  striking  a  faithful  dog  or  a  horse 
that  was  doing  his  best. 

But  better  times  came— to  Krok,  at  all  events— 
when  ray  mother  began  to  teach  me  my  letters. 

That  was  in  the  short  winter  days  and  long  evenings, 
when  all  the  west  was  a  shrieking  black  fury,  out  of 
which  hurtled  blasts  so  overpowering  that  you  could 
lean  up  against  them  as  against  a  wall,  and  with  no 
more  fear  of  falling,  and  the  roar  of  great  waters 
was  never  out  of  our  ears. 

In  the  daytime  I  would  creep  to  the  edge  of  the 
cliff,  and  lie  flat  behind  a  boulder,  and  watch  by  the 
hour  the  huge  white  waves  as  they  swept  round  the 
Moie  de  Batarde  and  came  ripping  along  the  ragged 
side  of  Brecqhou  like  furious  white  comets,  and 
hurled  themselves  in  thunder  on  our  Moie  de  Mouton 
and  Tintageu.  Then  the  great  granite  cliffs  and  our 
house  up  above  shook  with  their  pounding,  and  Port 
i  la  Jument  and  Pegane  Bay  were  all  aboil  with  beaten 
froth,  and  the  salt  spume  came  flying  over  my  head 
in  great  sticky  gouts,  and  whiried  away  among  the 
seagulls  feeding  in  the  fields  behind.  When  gale  and 
tide  played  the  same  way,  the  mighty  strife  between 
the  incoming  waves  and  the  Race  of  the  Gouliot  passage 
was  a  thing  to  be  seen.  For  the  waves  that  had 
raced  over  a  thousand  miles  of  sea  split  on  the  point 
of  Brecqhou,  and  those  that  took  the  south  side  piled 
themselves  high  in  the  great  basin  formed  by  Brecqhou 
and  the  Gouliot  rocks  and  Havre  Gosselin,  and  finding 
an  outlet  through  the  Gouliot  Pass,  they  came  leaping 
and  roaring  through  the  narrow  black  channel  in  a 
very  fury  of  madness,  and  hurled  themselves  against 
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their  fellows  who  had  taken  the  north  side  of  the 
Island,  and  there  below  me  they  fought  like  giants, 
and  I  was  never  tired  of  watching. 

But  in  the  evenings,  when  the  lamp  was  lit,  and  the 
fire  of  dried  gorse  and  driftwood  burnt  with  coloured 
flames  and  lightning  forks,  my  grandfather  would  get 
out  his  books  with  a  sigh  of  great  content,  and  Krok 
would  settle  silently  to  his  work  on  net  or  lobster  pot, 
and  my  mother  took  to  teaching  me  my  letters,  which 
was  not  at  all  to  my  liking. 

At  first  I  was  but  a  dull  scholar,  and  the  letters 
had  to  be  dinned  into  my  careless  little  head  many 
times  before  they  stuck  there,  and  anything  was 
stjfficient  to  draw  me  from  my  task,— a  louder  blast 
outside  than  usual,  or  the  sight  of  Krok's  nimble 
fingers,  or  of  my  grandfather's  deep  absorption, 
which  at  that  time  I  could  not  at  all  understand, 
and  which  seemed  to  me  extraordinary,  and  made  me 
think  of  old  Mother  Mauger,  who  was  said  to  be  a 
witch,  and  who  lost  herself  staring  into  her  fire  just  as 
my  grandfather  did  into  his  books. 

My  wits  were  always  busy  with  anything  and  every- 
thing rather  than  their  proper  business,  but  my  mother 
was  patience  itself  and  drilled  things  into  me  till 
perforce  I  had  to  learn  them,  and,  either  through 
this  constant  repetition,  or  from  a  friendly  feeling 
for  myself  in  trouble,  Krok  began  to  take  an  intelligent 
interest  in  my  lessons. 

He  would  bring  his  work  alongside,  and  listen  in- 
tently, and  watch  the  book,  and  at  times  would  drop 
his  work  and  by  main  force  would  turn  my  head  away 
from  himself  to  that  which  was  of  more  consequence, 
when'my  mother  would  nod  and  smile  her  thanks. 
And  so,  as  I  slowly  learned,  Krok  learned  also,  and 
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very  much  more  quickly,  for  he  had  more  time  than 
I  had  to  think  over  things,  because  he  wasted  none 
of  it  in  talking,  and  he  was  more  used  to  thinking 
than  I  was.  And  then,  to  me  it  was  still  only  drudgery, 
while  to  him  it  was  the  opening  of  a  new  window  to 
his  soul. 

Why,  in  all  these  years,  he  had  never  learned  to  read 
and  write— why  my  grandfather  had  never  thought 
to  teach  him— I  cannot  tell.  Perhaps  because  my 
mother  had  learned  at  the  school ;  perhaps  because 
Krok  himself  had  shown  no  inclination  to  learn; 
perhaps  because,  in  the  earlier  days,  the  scanty  httle 
farm  and  the  fishing  which  eked  it  out  took  up  all  the 
men's  time  and  attention. 

However  that  might  be,  now  that  he  had  begun  to 
learn  Krok  learned  quickly,  and  the  signs  of  his  know- 
ledge were  all  over  the  place. 

He  knew  all  that  wonderful  west  coast  of  our  Island 
as  well  as  he  knew  the  fingers  of  his  hand,  and  before 
long  the  ground  all  round  the  house  was  strewn  about 
with  smooth  flat  stones  on  which  were  scratched  the 
letters  of  the  alphabet,  which  presently,  according 
to  the  pace  of  my  studies  indoors,  began  to  arrange 
themselves  into  words,  and  so  I  was  encompassed 
with  learning,  inside  and  out,  as  it  were,  and  sucked 
it  in  whether  I  would  or  no. 

Well  do  I  remember  the  puzzlement  in  old  Krok's 
face  when  the  mischief  that  dwells  in  every  boy  set 
me  to  changing  the  proper  order  of  his  stones,  and  the 
eagerness  with  which  he  awaited  the  evening  lesson 
to  compare  the  new  wrong  order  of  things  with  his 
recollections  of  the  original  correct  one,  and  then 
the  mild  look  of  reproachful  enquiry  he  would  turn 
upon  me. 
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But  my  mother,  catching  me  at  it  one  day,  sharply 
forbade  me  meddling  with  Krok's  studies,  and  showed 
me  the  smallness  of  it,  and  I  never  touched  one  of  his 
stones  again. 

Both  my  mother  and  my  grandfather  could  read 
and  speak  Enghsh,  in  addition  to  the  Norman-French 
which  was  the  root  of  our  Island  tongue,  and  that  was 
something  of  a  distinction  in  those  days.  He  had 
learned  it,  perforce,  during  his  early  voyagings.  He 
had  been  twice  rovmd  the  world,  both  times  on  English 
ships,  and  he  was  the  kind  of  man,  steady,  quiet, 
thoughtful,  to  miss  no  opportunities  of  self-improve- 
ment, though  I  do  not  think  there  ever  can  have  been 
a  man  less  desirous  of  gain.  His  wants  were  very 
few,  and  so  long  as  the  farm  and  the  fishing  provided 
us  all  with  a  sufficient  living,  he  was  satisfied  and 
grateful.  He  saw  his  neighbours  waxing  fat  all  about 
him,  in  pursuits  which  he  would  have  starved  sooner 
than  set  his  hand  to.  To  them,  and  according  to 
Island  standards,  these  things  might  be  right  or 
wrong,  but  to  him,  and  for  himself,  he  had  no  doubts 
whatever  in  the  matter. 

You  see,  long  ago,  in  Guernsey,  he  had  come  across 
Master  Claude  Gray,  the  Quaker  preacher,  and  had 
been  greatly  drawn  to  him  and  the  simple  high  life 
he  proclaimed.  Frequently,  on  still  Sabbath  morn- 
ings, he  would  put  off  in  his  boat,  and,  if  the  wind 
did  not  serve,  would  pull  all  the  way  to  Peter  Port, 
a  good  fourteen  miles  there  and  back,  for  the  purpose 
of  meeting  his  friend,  and  looked  on  it  as  a  high 
privilege. 

When,  at  times,  he  took  me  with  him,  I,  too,  looked 
on  it  as  a  mighty  privilege  ;  for  Peter  Port,  even 
on   a  Sabbath   morning,  was,  to   a  boy  whose  life 
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was  spent  within  the  shadow  of  the  Autelets,  so  to 
speak,  a  great  and  bustling  city,  full  of  people  and 
houses  and  m)rsteries,  and  of  course  of  wickedness, 
all  of  which  excited  my  liveliest  imaginings. 

In  the  evening  we  woxdd  pull  back,  or  run  before 
the  west  wind  if  it  served,  and  my  grandfather  would 
thoughtfully  con  over  the  gains  of  the  day  as  another 
might  tell  the  profits  of  his  trading.  Master  Claude 
Gray  was  a  man  of  parts,  well  read,  an  Englishman, 
and  it  was  doubtless  from  him  that  my  grandfather 
drew  some  of  that  love  of  books  which  distinguished 
him  above  any  man  I  ever  knew  on  Sercq,  not  except- 
ing even  the  Seigneur,  or  the  S6n6chal,  or  the  School- 
master, or  thfc  Parson. 

His  library  consisted  nf  five  books  which  he  valued 
beyond  an)rthing  he  possessed,  chiefly  on  account  of 
what  was  in  them  and  what  he  got  out  of  them ;  to 
some  extent  also,  in  the  case  of  three  of  them,  for 
what  they  represented  to  him. 

The  first  was  a  very  large  Bible  bound  in  massive 
leather-covered  boards,  a  present  from  Master  Claude 
Gray  to  his  friend,  and  brother  in  Christ,  Philip  Carr*. 
and  so  stated  in  a  very  fine  round-hand  on  the  front 
page.  It  contained  a  number  of  large  pictures  drawn 
on  wood  which,  under  strict  injtmctions  as  to  careful- 
ness and  clean  hands  and  no  wet  fingers,  I  was  occasion- 
ally allowed  to  look  at  on  a  winter's  Sabbath  evening, 
and  which  always  sent  me  to  bed  in  a  melancholy 
frame  of  mind,  yet  drew  me  to  their  inspection  with 
a  most  curious  fascination  when  the  next  chance 
offered. 

Another  was  Mr.  John  Bunyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress, 
also  with  woodcuts  of  a  somewhat  terrifying  aspect, 
yet  not  devoid  of  lively  filhps  to  the  imagination. 
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Then  there  was  a  truly  awful  volume,  Foxe's  Book 
of  Martyrs  mth  pictures  which  wrought  so  upon  me 
that  I  used  to  wake  up  in  the  night  shrieking  with 
ten-OT  and  my  mother  forbade  any  further  study  of 
It ;  toough  Krok,  when  he  came  to  be  able  to  read 
wouW  hang  over  it  by  the  hour,  speUing  out  all  the 
dreadful  stones  with  his  big  forefinger  and  noting 
every  smallest  detail  of  the  pictured  tortures 

These  two  my  grandfather  had  bought  in  Peter 
Fort  at  a  sale,  together  with  a  copy  of  Jean  de  la 
Fontame's  Fables  Cfmsies  in  French,  with  deUghtful 
pictures  of  aU  the  talking  beasts. 

And-<rowning  glory  from  the  purely  literary 
point  of  view— a  massive  volume  of  Plays  by  William 
Shakespeare,  and  to  this  was  attached  a  history  and 
an  mscnption  of  which  my  grandfather,  in  his  quiet 
way,  was  not  a  UtUe  proud. 

When  the  VaUntine.  East  Indiaman,  went  ashore 
on  Breoihou  m  the  great  autumn  gale,  the  year  before 
1  was  bom,-that  was  before  the  Le  Marchants  set 
themselves  down  there,-my  grandfather  was  among 
the  first  to  put  out  to  the  rescue  of  the  crew  and 
passengers     He  got  across  to  Brecqhou  at  risk  of 
his  hfe,  and,  from  his  knowledge  of  that  ragged  coast 
and  Its  currents,  managed  to  float  a  line  down  to  the 
sinkmg  ship  by  means  of  which  every  man  got  safe 
ashore.    There  was  among  them  a  rich  merchant  of 
London,  a  Mr.  Peter  Mulholland,  and  he  would  have 
done  much  for  the  man  who  had  saved  all  their  lives 
I  have  done  naught  more  than  my  duty,"  said 
my  grandfather,  and  would  accept  nothing 

But  Mr.  Mulholland  stopped  with  him  for  some  days 
whUe  such  of  the  cargo  as  had  floated  was  betog 
gathered  from  the  shores-and,  truth  to  tell,  from 
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the  houses— of  Sercq,  that  is  to  say  some  portion  of 
It  for  some  went  dovm  with  the  ship,  and  in  some 
of  «ie  houses  there  are  silken  hangings  to  this  day 
And  the  nch  EngUshman  came  to  know  what  manner 
of  man  my  grandfather  was  and  his  tastes,  and  some 
tmje  after  he  had  gone  there  came  one  day  a  great 
parcel  by  the  Guernsey  cutter,  addressed  to  my 
grandfather,  and  in  it  was  that  splendid  book  of 
Shakespeare's  Plays  which,  after  his  Bible,  became 
his  greatest  delight.  An  inscription,  too,  which  he 
read  religiously  every  time  he  opened  the  book 
though  he  must  have  known  every  curl  of  everv 
letter  by  heart.  " 

It  was  a  wonderful  book,  even  to  look  at.  When 
I  grew  learned  enough  to  read  it  aloud  to  him  and 
my  mother  and  Krok  of  a  winter's  night,  I  came  by 
degrees,  though  not  by  any  means  at  first,  to  under- 
stand what  a  very  wonderful  book  it  was. 

When  one's  reading  is  limited  to  four  books  it  is 
weU  that  they  should  be  good  books.  Every  one  of 
those  books  I  read  through  aloud  from  beginning  to 
end,  not  once,  but  many  times,  except  indeed  the 
long  lists  of  names  in  the  Bible,  which  my  grandfather 
SMd  were  of  no  profit  to  us,  and  some  other  portions 
which  he  said  were  beyond  me,  and  which  I  therefore 
made  a  point  of  reading  to  myself,  but  got  Uttle 
benefit  from. 

But  to  these  books,  and  to  the  habit  of  reading 
them  aloud,  which  impressed  them  greatly  on  my 
memory,  ard  to  my  own  observation  of  men  and 
thin^  and  places  through  the  eyes  which  these  books 
helped  to  open,  and  to  the  wise  words  of  my  grand- 

and  to  all  that  old  Krok  taught  me  without  eve^ 


43 


CARETTE  OF  SARK 


speaking  one  word— I  know  that  I  owe  everything, 
and  that  is  why  it  was  necessary  to  tell  you  so  much 
about  them. 

If  the  telling  has  wearied  you,  I  am  sorry.  For 
myself,  I  Uke  to  think  back  upon  it  all,  and  to  trace 
the  beginnings  of  some  things  of  which  I  have  seen 
the  endings,  and  of  some  which  are  not  ended  yet 
thank  God !— and  to  find,  in  all  that  lies  between, 
the  signs  of  a  Power  that  is  beyond  any  power  of 
man's,  and  is,  indeed,  and  rightly  I  think,  beyond 
even  the  power  of  any  man's  full  understanding. 


CHAPTER  VI 
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HOW  CARETTE  CAME  BY  HER  GOLDEN 
BRIDGE 
And  Carette — 
I  I  recall  her  in  those  days  in  a  thousand  different 
circumstances,  and  always  like  the  sunlight  or  the 
lightning,  gleaming,  sparkling,  flashing.  For  she 
could  be  as  steadily  radiant  as  the  one  and  as  unex- 
pectedly fickle  as  the  other,  and  I  do  not  know  that 
I  liked  her  any  the  less  on  that  account,  though  truly 
it  made  her  none  too  easy  to  deal  with  at  times.  Her 
quick  changes  and  childish  vagaries  kept  one,  at  all 
events,  very  much  alive  and  in  a  state  of  constant 
expectation.  And  whenever  I  think  of  her  I  thank 
God  for  Jeanne  Falla,  and  all  that  that  wisest  and 
sharpest  and  tenderest  of  women  was  able  to  do  for 
her. 

For,  you  see,  Carette  was  peculiarly  circumstanced, 
and  might  have  gone  to  waste  but  for  her  aunt  Jeanne. 
Her  mother  died  when  she  was  six  years  old, 
after  four  years'  life  on  Brecqhou,  and  Carette  was 
left  to  be  utterly  spoiled  by  her  father  and  six  big 
brothers,  wild  and  reckless  men  all  of  them,  but  all, 
I  am  sure,  with  tender  spots  in  their  hearts  for  the 
lovely  child  who  seemed  so  out  of  place  among  them, 
though  for  anyone  outside  they  had  little  thought  or 
care. 
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My  own  thoughts  delight  to  linger  back  among 
these  earlier  scenes  before  the  more  trying  times 
came.  If  you  will  let  me,  I  will  try  to  picture  Carette 
to  you  as  I  see  her  in  my  mind's  eye,  and  I  can  see 
her  as  she  was  then  as  clearly  as  though  it  were 
yesterday. 

I  see  a  girl  of  ten,  of  slight,  graceful  figure,  and  of 
so  active  a  nature  that  if  you  found  her  quite  still 
you  feared  at  once  that  something  was  wrong  with 
her. 

Her  face  was  very  charming,  browned  richly  with 
the  kiss  of  sun  and  wind,  and  without  a  freckle  yet 
not  so  brown  as  to  hide  the  rich  colour  of  her  feelings 
which  swept  across  her  face  as  quickly  as  the  cloud- 
shadows  across  the  sparkling  face  of  the  sea. 

Her  eyes  were  large  and  dark— all  alight  with  the 
joy  of  hfe  ;  sparkling  with  fun  and  mischief ;  blazing 
forked  lightnings  at  some  offence,  fancied  as  often 
as  not ;  big  with  entreaty  that  none  could  refuse  • 
more  rarely— in  those  days— deep  with  sober  thought ' 
but  always-shining,  sparkling,  blazing,  entreating 
—the  most  wonderful  and  fascinating  eyes  in  the  world 
to  the  boy  at  her  side,  on  whom  they  shone  and 
sparkled  and  blazed  and  entreated,  and  moulded 
always  to  her  imperious  little  will. 

A  sturdy  boy  of  twelve,  short  if  anything  for  his 
age  at  that  time,  though  later  he  grew  to  full  Sercq 
height  and  something  over ;  but  strong  and  healthy 
with  a  pair  of  keen  blue  eyes,  and  nothing  whatever 
distinctive  about  his  brown  face,  unless  it  was  a  touch 
of  the  mflexible  honesty  which  had  been  diligently 
instilled  into  him  from  the  time  he  was  three  years 
old.  Perhaps  also  some  little  indication  of  the 
stubborn  determination  which  must  surely  have  come 
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from  his  grandfather,  and  which  some  people  called 
obstinacy. 

Anyway  the  girl  trusted  him  implicitly,  ruled  him 
imperiously,  quarrelled  with  him  at  times  but  never 
beyond  reason,  and  always  quickly  made  it  up  again, 
and  in  so  delightful  a  fashion  that  one  remembered 
the  quarrel  no  more  but  only  the  making-up,— 
beamed  upon  him  then  more  graciously  than  before, 
and  looked  to  him  for  certain  help  in  every  time  of  need. 

Inseparables  these  two,  except  when  the  Gouliot 
waters  were  in  an  evil  humour  and  rendered  the 
passage  impossible,  for  her  home  was  on  Brecqhou 
and  his  was  on  Sercq.  Fortunately  for  their  friend- 
ship, Aunt  Jeanne  Falla  lived  on  Sercq  also,  and 
Carette  was  as  often  to  be  found  at  Beaumanoir  as  at 
her  father's  house  on  Brecqhou,  and  it  was  to  her 
father's  liking  that  it  should  be  so.  For  he  and  the 
boys  were  often  all  away  for  days  at  a  time,  and  on 
such  occasions,  as  they  started,  they  would  drop 
Carette  on  the  rough  shore  of  Havre  Gosselin,  or  set 
her  hands  and  feet  in  the  iron  rings  that  scaled  the 
bald  face  of  the  rock,  and  up  she  would  go  like  a 
goat,  and  away  to  the  welcome  of  the  house  that  was 
her  second  and  better  home.  What  Carette  would 
have  been  without  Aunt  Jeanne  I  cannot  imagine  ; 
and  so — all  thanks  to  the  sweet,  sharp  soul  who  took 
her  mother's  place. 

See  these  two,  then,  as  they  lay  in  the  sweet  short 
herbage  of  Tintageu  or  Moie  de  Mouton,  chins  on 
fist,  crisp  light  hair  close  up  alongside  floating  brown 
curls,  caps  or  hats  scorned  impediments  to  rapid 
motion,  bare  heels  kicking  up  emotionally  behind,  as 
they  surveyed  their  UtUe  world,  and  watched  the 
distant  ships,  and  dreamed  dreams  and  saw  visions. 
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Very  dear  in  my  memory  is  one  such  day.  by  reason 
of  the  fact  that  it  was  the  beginning  of  a  new  and 
highly  satisfactory  state  of  matters  between  the  boy 
and  the  girl. 

Carette,  you  understand,  was  practically  prisoner  on 
Brecqhou  except  at  such  times  as  the  higher  powers, 
for  good  reasons  of  their  own,  put  her  ashore  on  Sercq. 
And,  often  as  this  happened,  there  were  still  many 
times  when  she  would  have  been  there  but  could  not. 

She  had  startled  her  companion  more  than  once 
by  wild  threats  of  swimming  the  Gouliot,  which  is  a 
foolhardy  feat  even  for  a  man,  for  the  dark  passage 
is  rarely  free  from  coiling  undercurrents,  which  play 
with  a  man  as  though  he  were  no  more  than  a  piece 
of  seaweed,  and  try  even  a  strong  swimmer's  nerve 
and  strength.  And  when  she  spoke  so,  the  boy  took 
her  sharply  to  task,  and  drew  most  horrible  pictures 
of  her  dead  white  body  tumbling  about  among  the 
Autelets,  or  being  left  stranded  in  the  rock  pools  by 
Port  du  Moulin,  nibbled  by  crabs  and  lobsters  and 
pecked  by  hungry  gulls;  or,  maybe,  lugged  into  a 
sea-cave  by  a  giant  devil-fish  and  ripped  into  pieces 
by  his  pitiless  hooked  beak. 

At  all  of  which  the  silvery  little  voice  would  say 
"Pooh!"  But  all  the  same  the  slim  little  figure 
would  shiver  in  the  hot  sunshine  inside  its  short  blue 
linsey-woolsey  frock,  and  the  dark  eyes  would  grow 
larger  than  ever  at  the  prospect,  especially  at  the 
ripping  by  the  giant  pieuvre,  in  which  they  both 
believed  devoutly,  and  eventually  she  would  promise 
not  to  throw  iier  young  life  away. 

"  But  all  the  same,  Phil,  I  do  feel  like  trying  it  when 
I  want  over  and  they  won't  let  me." 

And—"  Don't  be  a  silly,"  the  boy  would  say.    "  If 
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you  go  and  get  yourself  drowned,  in  any  stupid  way 
like  that,  Carette,  I'll  never  speak  to  you  again  as 
long  as  I  live." 

They  were  lying  so  one  day  on  the  altar  rock  behind 
Tintageu,  the  boy  gazing  dreamily  into  the  vast 
void  past  the  distant  Casquets,  where,  somewhere 
beyond  and  beyond,  lay  England,  the  land  of  many 
wonders,— England,  where  the  mighty  folks  had  lived 
of  whom  he  had  read  in  his  grandfather's  great  book 
of  plays,— and  strange,  wild  notions  he  had  got  of  the 
land  and  the  peopk ;  England,  where  they  used  to 
burn  men  and  women  at  the  stake,  and  pinch  them 
with  hot  irons,  and  sting  them  to  death  with  bees, 
and  break  them  in  pieces  on  wheels— a  process  he 
did  not  quite  understand,  though  it  seemed  satis- 
factorily horrible;  England,  which  was  always  at 
war  with  France,  and  was  constantly  winning  great 
fights  upon  the  sea  ;  England,  of  whom  they  were 
proud  to  be  a  part,  though— somewhat  confusingly 
to  twelve  years  old — their  own  ordinary  speech  was 
French  ;  a  wonderful  place  that  England,  bigger  even 
than  Guernsey,  his  grandfather  Sdid,  and  so  it  must 
be  true.  And  sometime,  maybe,  he  would  sail  across 
the  sea  and  see  it  all  for  himself,  and  the  great  city 
of  London,  which  was  bigger  even  than  Peter  Port, 
though  that,  indeed,  seemed  almost  past  belief  and 
the  boy  had  his  doubts. 

He  told  Carette  of  England  and  London  at  times, 
and  drew  so  wildly  on  his  imagination — yet  came  so 
very  far  from  the  reality— that  Carette  flatly  denied 
the  possibilities  of  such  things,  and  looked  upon  him 
as  a  romancer  of  parts,  though  she  put  it  more  briefly. 

She  herself  lay  facing  west,  gazing  longingly  at 
Herm  and  Jethou,  with  the  long  line  of  Guernsey 
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of  sunlight,  amoM  the  sun  J^f.;/.  *.^°atmg  patch 
brought  it  nearerTo  the  «Slf Tha?  '7"^^  '"^^'^ 
-^rhng  south  through  r^tot^    SUul^ 

fangofther^fe.^^    '"  °"  '"""^  black  outreaching 

along  the  cliff  round  Peine  Ld  Sr..^"?'*'  ^""^ 
then  away  past  the  headTsa^  dX'nXfe 


^n,  and  danced 

he  -av     1^  white 

':.'■  for  rtwt;/  h«|ow 

w".,'i  iiks  a  tiny 

tiK'  (  M.i,  .;  uoat, 
t  V  lithir.gs  of  the 
ily  toviirds  him. 
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the  cliff-side  to  where  the  black  shelves  overhann  the 
backwater  of  the  Gouliot. 

He  shed  his  guernsey  during  the  safe  passage  be- 
tween Jument  and  Saut  de  Juan.  The  rest  of  his 
clotting,  one  garment  all  told,  he  thoughtfully  dropped 
at  the  top  of  the  cliff  before  he  took  to  the  shelW 
The  girl  gathered  his  things  as  ■=' 
excitedly  with  them  in  her  arms  as 
body  launch  out  from  the  lowes*  si. 
her,  and  go  wrestUng  throurii  h. 
white  frog. 

They  had  travelled  quick  r  'Ju, 
and  he  was  well  out  amon^r  ihf  tji> 
Race  before  it  came  bobbing  tr.  .uy 
She  saw  his  white  arm  flash  up  over  *hs  y.  ilo.v  side 
and  he  hung  there  panting.  Theu  !  .ly  he  worked 
round  to  the  fat  stern,  and  hauled  himself  cautiously 
on  board,  and  stood  and  waved  a  cheerful  hand  to 
ner. 

Then  she  saw  him  pick  up  a  small  piece  of  board 
from  the  floonng  of  the  boat  and  try  to  paddle  back 
mto  the  slack  water.    And  she  saw,  too,  that  it  was 
too  late.    The  Race  had  got  hold  of  the  cockleshell 
and  a  piece  of  board  would  never  make  it  let  go 
Oars  might,  but  there  were  no  oars.  " 

anfl^Hr^ll.'f*"^'  "^^  ^^  8^^^  "P  *»»**  attempt 
and  paddle  boldly  out,  mstead,  into  the  middle  of  the 

coihng  waters,  saw  him  turn  the  cocklesheU's  blunt 

IZ.K^J^'  l^^  ^^'''  ^"'^  ^tand  watchfuUy 
amidsbps  with  his  board  poised  to  keep  her  to  a  true 
course  if  that  might  be. 

The  iwssage  of  the  Race  is  no  easy  matter  even  with 
MIS  and  strong  men's  hands  upon  them.  A  cockle- 
sheU  and  a  board  were  but  feeble  things,  and  the  girl 
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knew  it,  and,  dancuig  wQdly  all  the  time  because  she 
could  not  stand  still,  looked  each  second  to  see  the 
tiny  craft  flung  aside  and  cracked  on  the  jagged 
rocks. 

But,  with  a  great  raking  pull  here,  and  a  mighty 
sweep  there,  kneeling  now,  and  now  standing  with 
one  foot  braced  against  the  side  for  leverage,  the 
boy  managed  in  some  marvellous  way  to  keep  his 
cockleshell  in  midstream.  The  girl  watched  them  go 
rocking  down  the  dark  way,  and  then  sped  off  across 
the  headland  towards  Havre  Gosselin.  She  got 
there  just  in  time  to  see  a  boat  with  two  strong  rowers 
plunging  out  into  the  Race  past  Pierre  au  Norman, 
and  knew  that  the  boy  was  safe,  and  then  she  slipped 
and  tumbled  down  the  zigzag  to  meet  them  when 
they  came  in.  The  boy  would  want  his  clothes,  and 
she  wanted  to  see  her  boat.  For  of  course  it  would 
be  hers,  and  now  she  would  be  able  to  come  across 
from  Brecqhou  whenever  she  wished. 

The  matter  was  not  settled  quite  so  easily  as  that, 
however. 

She  was  dancing  eagerly  among  the  big  round  stones 
on  the  shore  of  Havre  Gosselin,  when  the  boat  came 
in,  with  the  cockleshell  in  tow  and  the  small  boy 
sitting  in  it,  with  his  chin  on  his  knees  and  shaking 
still  with  excitement  and  chills. 

"All  the  same,  mon  gars,  it  was  foolishness,  for 
you  might  have  been  drowned,"  said  the  older  man  of 
the  two,  as  they  drew  in  to  the  shore,  and  the  other 
man  nodded  agreement. 

"  I— w-w-wanted  it  for  C-C-Carette,"  chittered  the 
boy. 

"  Yes,  yes,  we  know.    But And  then  there  is 

M.  le  Seigneur,  you  understand." 
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"But,  Monsieur  Carr*,"  cried  the  small  girl  re- 
monstratively,  "  it  would  never  have  come  in  if  Phil 
had  not  gone  for  it.  It  would  have  got  smashed  in 
the  Gouliot  or  gone  right  past  and  been  lost.  And, 
besides,  I  do  so  want  it." 

"All  the  same,  little  one,  the  Seigneur's  rights 
must  be  respected.  You'd  better  go  and  tell  him 
about  it  and  ask  him " 

"  I  will,  mon  Gyu !  "  and  she  was  off  up  the  zigzag 
before  he  had  finished. 

And  it  would  have  been  a  very  different  man  from 
Peter  le  Pelley  who  could  refuse  the  beguilement  of 
Carette's  wistful  dark  eyes,  when  her  heart  was  set 
on  her  own  way,  as  it  generally  was. 

The  Seigneur,  indeed,  had  no  special  liking  for  the 
Le  Marchants,  who  had  sat  themselves  down  in  his 
island  of  Brecqhou  without  so  much  as  a  by-your- 
leave  or  thank  you.  Still,  the  island  was  of  little  use 
to  him,  and  to  oust  them  would  have  been  to  incur 
the  ill-will  of  men  notorious  for  the  payment  of  scores 
in  kind,  so  he  suffered  them  wichout  opposition. 

Carette  told  us  afterwards  tha*  ihe  Seigneur  stroked 
her  hair,  when  she  had  told  all  her  story  and  proffered 
her  request,  assuring  him  at  the  same  time  that  the 
little  boat  would  be  of  no  use  to  him  whatever,  as  it 
could  not  possibly  hold  him. 

"  And  what  do  you  want  with  it,  little  one  ?  "  he 
asked. 

"To  come  over  from  Brecqhou  whenever  I  want, 
M.  le  Seigneur,  if  you  please." 

"My  faith,  I  think  you  will  be  better  on  Sercq 
than  on  Brecqhou.  But  you  will  be  getting  yourself 
drowned  in  the  Gouliot,  and  that  would  be  a  sad 
pity,"  said  the  Seigneur. 
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"  But  I  can  swim,  M.  le  Seigneur,  and  I  will  he 
very,  very  careful."  "■.  ana  i  wui  be 

"  Wdl  well !    You  can  have  the  boat  child     But 
to  blanie.    So  be  careful  for  my  sake  also  "  ^ 

a.u      ^■J^''  y^"°*  cocklesheU   became   Carette's 
knirn^''  f^'^^fi^^  her  comings  andToSs 
knew  no  bounds  but  her  own  wilful  will  ^n^^ 
states  of  the  tides  and  the  wether  ^^  *''" 

his  master's,  is^ly  wLr^  Carett^wlf  ''"'*  f 
In  hw  m..»A  iZ.  iT  ™°*^_^-a«tte  was  concerned, 
in  M  mnte,  dogJie  w,y  he  worshipped  Carette 

ph^.v^^.rs.i.r„^'„nih^ 
^rss^rho:,^^-"^?'^ 

s?e  wSfS  irZ"'  *"^  "r^  *"'•  -'J  thenceforth 
sne  was  tree  of  the  seas,  and  she  flitted  to  and  fro 

.TLV "**  """^J^^'  ™KS«d  western  co^   [Si 

waTle  r/^".^.''*"'^"''-  B"t«oventure^me 
was  she,  and  so  utterly  heedless  of  danger  that  we 
all  went  m  fear  for  her,  and  she  laughed 'all ' our  fe^^ 


CHAPTER  VII 

HOW  I  SHOWED  ONE  THE  WAY  TO  THE 
BOUTIQUES 

Another  scene  stands  out  very  sharply  i„  „„  recol 

TZ^i^"":  -^^  "^^  ^''  ofThoseTarly  dS  ^m 
the  fact  that  :t  gave  our  Island  folk  a  sajdng  wWch 
lasted  a  generation,  and  whenever  I  hwrH  thi  »     • 
it  brought  the  whole  matter  back  to  me        ''''  ^^^^^ 
Show  him  the  way  to  the  Boutiques,"  became 

-aeceive  him   —and  this  was  how  it  came  about 

I  can  see  the  boy  creeping  slowly  along  the  south  side 
o  Brecqhou  m  a  boat  which  was  big  enough  to  ^Se 
hm.  look  very  small.  It  was  the  sLaJor  of  he  two 
boats  belonging  to  the  farm,  but  it  was  heavilv  Ih»^ 
«.th  vraic.    There  had  been  iwo  daysTstt™  the  ' " 

fi  IdsTttdfor'"'!"'  '""^  ''°^'^^  seaweS'I^d'Th^ 
news  at  Uelfontaine  hungered  for  it      Phili„  r,,,^      I 

X::or?'  ^"1  ^>' '^'^  bee'busy  vSSt'S 
7lTr^^f  '^'^  """y  boat-loads  had  been  earned 

parage  of  the  Gouliot,  and  since  then,  into  Havre 
Gossehn  for  further  transport  when  the  tde  turned 
,   The   weather   was   close   and   heavy  still   Tulkv 

break  before  settling  to  its  usual   humour.    There 
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was  no  sun,  and  now  and  again  drifts  of  ghostly 
haze  trailed  over  the  long  sullen  waves. 

But  the  small  boy  knew  every  rock  on  the  shore  of 
Brecqhou,  and  the  more  deadly  ones  that  lay  in  the 
tidewayoutside,  just  below  the  surface,  and  whuffed  and 
growled  at  him  as  he  passed.  His  course  shaped  itself 
like  that  of  bird  or  fish,  without  apparent  observation. 

The  boat  was  heavy,  but  his  bare  brown  arms 
worked  the  single  oar  over  the  stem  like  tireless  little 
machines,  and  his  body  swung  rhythmically  from  side 
to  side  to  add  its  weight  to  his  impulse. 

He  kept  well  out .  round  Pente-i-Fouille  with  its 
jagged  teeth  and  circles  of  sweltering  foam.  The  tide 
was  rushing  south  through  the  Gouliot  Pass  like  a  mill- 
race.  It  drove  a  bold  furrow  into  the  comparatively 
calm  waters  beyond,  a  furrow  which  leaped  and 
writhed  and  spat  like  a  tortured  snake  with  the  agonies 
of  the  narrow  passage.  And  presently  it  sank  into 
twisting  coils,  all  spattered  and  marbled  with  foam, 
and  came  weltering  up  from  conflict  with  the  rocks 
below,  and  then  hurried  on  to  further  torment  along 
the  teeth  of  Little  Sark. 

At  the  first  lick  of  the  Race  on  his  boat's  nose,  the 
small  boy  drew  in  his  oar  without  ever  looking  round, 
dropped  it  into  the  rowlock,  fitted  the  other  oar,  and 
bent  his  sturdy  back  to  the  fight. 

The  twisting  waters  carried  him  away  in  a  long  swirl- 
ing slant.  He  pulled  steadily  on  and  paid  no  heed, 
and  in  due  course  was  spat  out  on  the  other  side  of  the 
Race  into  the  smooth  water  under  lee  of  Longue  Pointe. 
Then  he  turned  his  boat's  nose  to  the  north,  and  pulled 
through  the  slack  in  the  direction  of  Havre  Gosselin. 

He  was  edging  slowly  round  Pierre  au  Norman, 
where  a  whip  of  the  current  caught  him  for  a  moment. 
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when  a  merry  shout  carried  his  chin  to  his  shoulder  in 
time  to  see,  out  of  the  comer  of  his  eye,  a  small  white 
body  flash  from  a  black  ledge  above  the  surf  into  the 
coilig  waters  beyond.  He  stood  up  facing  the  bows 
and  held  the  boat,  till  a  brown  head  bobbed  up  among 
the  writhing  coils.  Then  a  slim  white  arm  with  a 
little  brown  hand  swept  the  long  hair  away  from  a 
pair  of  dancing  eyes,  and  the  swimmer  came  sUpping 
through  the  water  like  a  seal. 

But  suddenly,  some  stronger  coil  of  the  waters  below 
caught  the  glancing  white  Umbs.  They  sprawled 
awry  from  their  stroke,  a  startled  look  dimmed  the 
dancing  eyes  with  a  strain  of  fear. 

"  Phil !  " 

And  in  a  moment  the  boy  in  the  boat  had  drawn  in 
his  oars,  and  kicked  off  his  shoes,  and  was  ploughing 
sturdily  through  the  belching  coils. 

"  You're  all  right,  Carette,"  he  cried,  as  he  drove  up 
alongside,  and  the  swimmer  grasped  hurriedly  at  his 
extended  arm.  "  We've  done  stiffer  bits  than  this. 
Now— rest  a  minute  ! — All  right  ? — Come  on  then  for 
the  boat.    Here  you  are  !— Hang  on  till  I  get  in  !  " 

He  drew  himself  up  slowly,  and  hung  for  a  moment 
while  the  water  poured  out  of  his  clothes.  Then,  with 
a  heave  and  a  wild  kick  in  the  air,  he  was  aboard, 
and  turned  to  assist  his  companion.  He  grasped  the 
little  brown  hands  and  braced  his  foot  against  the 
gunwale.  "  Now !  "  and  she  came  up  over  the  side 
like  a  lovely  white  elf,  and  sank  panting  among  the 
golden-brown  coils  of  vraic. 

"  It  was  silly  of  you  to  jump  in  there,  you  know," 
said  the  boy  over  his  shoulder,  as  he  sat  down  to  his 
oars  and  headed  for  Pierre  au  Norman  again.  "  The 
Race  is  too  strong  for  you.    I've  told  you  so  before." 
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,','  X°"  ^°  '*  y°''"«lt"  she  panted. 
"  I'm  a  boy  and  I'm  stronger  than  you." 
"  I  can  swim  as  fast  as  you." 

"  But  I  can  last  loiter,  and  the  Race  is  too  strong 
for  me  sometimes." 
■'  B'en  !    I  knew  you'd  pick  me  up." 
"  WeU,  don't  you  ever  do  it  when  I'm  not  here 
or  some  day  the  Mack  snake  wiU  get  you  and  you'll 
never  come  up  agjin." 

He  was  piilling  steadUy  now  through  the  back- 
water of  Havre  Gosselin  ;-past  the  iron  clamps  let 
into  the  face  of  the  rock,  up  and  down  which  the 
fishermen  climbed  lik«  flies  ;— past  the  moored  boats  • 
—avoiding  hidden  rocks  by  the  instinct  of  constant 
usage,  till  his  boat  slid  up  among  the  weed-cushioned 
boulders  of  the  shore,  and  he  drew  in  his  oars  and  laid 
them  methodically  along  the  thwarts. 

The  smaU  girl  jumped  out  and  wallowed  in  the  warm 
hp  of^the  tide,  and  finally  squatted  in  it  with  her 
brown  hands  clasped  round  her  pink-white  knees  — 
unabashed,  unashamed,  absolutely  innocent  of  aiiy 
possible  necessity  for  either,— as  lovely  a  picture  as 
all  those  coasts  could  show. 

Her  long  hair,  dark  with  the  water,  hung  in  wet 
rats'  tails  on  her  slim  white  shoulders,  which  were 
just  flushed  with  the  nip  of  the  sea.  The  clear 
drops  sparkled  on  her  pretty  brown  face  like  pearls 
and  diamonds,  and  seemed  loth  to  fall.  Her  little 
pmk  toes  curled  up  out  of  the  creamy  wash  to  look 
at  her. 

"  Where  are  your  things  ?  "  asked  the  boy. 
"  In  the  cave  yonder." 

"  Go  and  get  dressed,"  he  said,  looking  down  at  her 
with  as  httle  thought  of  unseemliness  as  she  herself. 
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"  Not  at  all.    I'm  quite  wann. 

"  Well,  I'm  going  to  dry  my  things,"  and  he  began 
to  wriggle  out  of  his  knitted  blue  guernsey.  "  Also," 
he  said,  following  up  a  previous  train  of  thought, 
"  let  me  tell  you  there  are  devil-fish  about  here. 
One  came  up  with  one  of  our  pots  yesterday." 

"  Pooh  I  I  killed  one  with  a  stick  this  morning. 
They're  only  baby  ones  ;  comme  5a,"  and  she  measured 
about  two  inches  between  her  little  pink  palms. 

"  This  one  was  so  big,"  and  he  indicated  a  yard 
or  so,  between  the  flapping  sleeves  of  the  guernsey  in 
which  his  head  was  still  involved. 

"  I  don't  believe  you,  Phil  Carr6,"  she  said  with 
wide  eyes.    "  You're  just  trying  to  frighten  me." 

"  All  right !  Just  you  wait  till  one  catches  hold 
of  your  leg  when  you're  out  swimming  all  by  yourself. 
If  I'd  known  you'd  be  so  silly  I'd  never  have  taught 
you." 

"  You  didn't  teach  me.  You  only  dared  me  in 
and  showed  me  how." 

"  Well  then  I  And  if  I  hadn't  you'd  never  have 
leamt." 

"  Maybe  I  would.  Someone  eke  would  have  taught 
me." 

"  Who  then  ?  " 

And  to  that  she  had  no  answer.  For  if  the  good 
God  intends  a  man  to  drown  it  is  going  against  His 
will  to  try  to  thwart  him  by  learning  to  swim,— such, 
at  all  events,  was  the  very  prevalent  belief  in  those 
parts,  and  is  to  this  day. 

As  soon  as  the  boy  was  free  of  his  clothes,  he  spread 
them  neatly  to  the  sun  on  a  big  boulder,  and  with 
a  whoop  went  skipping  over  the  atones  into  the  water, 
tin  he  fell  full  length  with  a  splash  and  began  swimming 
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vigorously  seawards.  The  small  girl  sat  watching  him 
for  a  minute  and  then  skipped  in  after  him,  and  the 
cormorants  ceased  their  diving  and  the  seagulls  their 
wheeUngs  and  mewings,  and  all  gathered  agitatedly 
on  a  rock  at  the  farther  side  of  the  bay,  and  wondered 
what  such  shouts  and  laughter  might  portend. 

But  suddenl ,  the  boy  broke  off  short  in  his  sporting, 
and  paddled  noi:  lessly,  with  his  face  straining  sea- 
wards. 

"  What  is  )>  U.en,  Phil  ?  Has  the  big  pieuvre  got 
hold  of  your  h^  ?  "  cried  the  girl,  as  she  splashed  up 
towards  him. 

He  raised  a  dripping  hand  to  silence  her,  and  while  the 

dark  eyes  were  still  widening  with  surprise,  a  dull  boom 

came  rolling  along  the  wind  over  the  cliffs  of  Brecqhou. 

"A  gun,"  said  the  boy,  and  turned  and  headed 

swiftly  for  the  shore. 

"  Wait  for  me,  Phil !  "  cried  the  girl,  ^  she  skipped 
over  the  stones  like  a  sunbeam  and  disappeared  into 
the  black  mouth  of  the  cave. 

"  Quick  then  !  "  as  he  wrestled  with  his  half-dried 
clothes,  still  sticky  with  the  sea-water. 

He  was  fixing  the  iron  bar,  which  served  as  anchor 
for  his  boat,  under  a  big  boulder,  when  she  joined  hie, 
still  buttoning  her  skirt,  and  they  sped  together  up  the 
hazardous  path  which  led  up  to  La  Fr^ondte.  He 
gave  her  a  helping  hand  now  and  again  over  difficult 
bits,  but  they  had  no  breath  for  words.  They  reached 
the  top  panting  like  hounds,  but  the  boy  turned  at 
once  through  the  fields  to  the  left  and  never  stopped 
till  he  dropped  spent  on  the  short  turf  of  the  headland 
by  Saut  de  Juan. 

"  Ah  !  "  he  gasped,  and  sighed  with  vast  enjoyment, 
and  the  girl  stared  wide-eyed. 
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Down  Great  Russel,  between  them  and  Herm,  two 
great  ships  were  driving  furiously,  with  every  sail  at 
fullest  stretch  and  the  white  waves  boiling  under  their 
bows.  Farther  out,  beyond  the  bristle  of  reefs  and 
islets  which  stretch  in  a  menacing  line  to  the  north  of 
Herm,  another  stately  vessel  was  manoeuvring  in 
advance  of 

"  One — two — three — four — five — six,"  counted  the 
boy, "  and  each  one  as  big  as  herself." 

Every  now  and  again  came  the  sullen  boom  of  her 
guns  and  ani  ^  ering  booms  from  her  pursuers. 

"  Six  to  one  I  "  breathed  the  boy,  quivering  like  a 
pointer.  "  And  she's  terrible  near  the  rocks.  Bon 
G}ru  I  but  she'll  be  on  them  I  She'll  be  on  them  sure," 
and  he  jumped  up  and  danced  in  his  excitement. 
"  You  can't  get  her  through  there ! — Ay-ee  !  "  and  he 
funnelled  his  hands  to  shout  a  warning  across  three 
miles  of  sea  in  the  teeth  of  a  westerly  breeze. 

"  Silly  I  "  said  the  girl  from  the  turf  where  she  sat 
with  her  hands  roimd  her  knees.  "  They  can't  hear 
you !  " 

"  Oh,  guyabble  I  Oh,  bon  Gyu  I '  and  he  stood  stiff 
and  stark,  is  the  great  ship  narrowed  as  she  turned 
towards  them  suddenly,  and  came  threading  her  way 
through  the  bristling  rocks,  in  a  way  that  passed  belief 
and  set  the  hair  in  the  nape  of  the  boy's  neck  crawling 
with  apprehension. 

"  Platte  Boue  !  "  he  gasped,  as  she  came  safely  past 
that  danger.  "  Grand  Amfroque  !  "  and  he  began  to 
dance. 

"  Founiais  !  "  and  she  came  out  into  Great  Russel 
with  a  glorious  sweep,  shook  herself  proudly  to  the 
other  tack,  and  went  foaming  past  the  E^uStel^  and 
the  Grands  Bouillons,  swept  round  the  south  of  Jethou, 
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and  began  «hort  tacking  for  Peter  Port  in  walce  of  her 
coiuorts. 

,,  ^jf^  *!?*  8uns,  the  drama  out  there  had  unfolded 

itseu  m  suence,  and  silence  was  unnatural  when  such 

gomg^n  were  toward.    The  small  boy  danced  and 

TOved  his  arms  and  cheered  frantically.    The  ships 

l>eyond  the  reefs  were  streaming  away  discomfited  to 

tfte  north-east,  m  the  direction  of  La  Hague 

The  smaU  girl  nursed  her  knees,  and  watched,  with 

.^S^      understanding  of  it  all  in  her  looks. 

..  „    ^  "*  y°"  '°  *=^"y  **»"*  >t  ?  "  she  asked 
Because  we've  won,  you  silly  I  " 

"Of  course  I    We're  English.    But  all  the  same  we 
ran  away. 

"  ^ye're  English  "-and  there  was  a  touch  of  the 
true  insular  pride  in  her  voice,  but  they  spoke  in 
French,  and  not  very  good  French  at  that,  and  scarce 
a  word  of  English  had  one  of  them  at  that  time 
wnr  °^V  Tl'^^.l'ttle  corvettes  from  two  men-o'- 
wax  and  four  big  fngates  !  And  let  me  tell  you  there's 
not  many  men  could  have  brought  that  ship  through 
those  rocks  like  that.  I  wonder  who  it  is  ?  A  Guernsey 
man  for  sure  I  "  '  ' 

His  war-dance  came  to  a  sudden  stop  with  the  fall  of 
a  heavy  hand  on  his  shoulder,  and  he  jerked  round 

H  Jk'^T;  "7*"  ^  '*""*•  heavily-built  man  in  blue 
cloth  jacket  and  trousers,  and  a  cap  such  as  no  Island 
man  ever  wore  m  his  life,  and  a  sharp  ratty  face  such 
as  no  Island  man  Mxuld  have  cared  to  wear. 

"  Now,  little  coibin,  what  is  it  you  are  dancing  at  ?  " 
he  asked,  m  a  tongue  that  was  neither  English  nor 

C«K«./  off  Vaan  Bay  m  Guernsey.     His  pilot  was  lean  Bret™ 
who  received  a  large  gold  medal  for  the  feat  '  ' 
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French  nor  Norman,  but  an  uncouth  mixture  of  all 
three,  and  in  a  tone  which  was  meant  to  imply  jovi- 
ality but  carried  no  conviction  to  the  boy's  mind. 

But  the  boy  had  weighed  him  up  in  a  moment  and 
with  one  glance,  and  he  was  too  busy  thinking  to  speak. 

"  Come  then  I  Art  dumb  ?  "  and  he  shook  the 
boy  roughly. 

"  Mon  dou  done,  yes,  that  is  it  I  "  said  Carette, 
dancing  round  them  with  apprehension  for  her  com- 
panion.   "  He's  dumb." 

"  He  was  shouting  loud  enough  a  minute  ago,"  and 
he  pinched  the  boy's  ear  smartly  between  Us  big 
thumb  and  finger. 

"  It's  only  sometimes,"  said  Carette  lamely.  "  You 
let  him  go  and  maybe  he'll  speak." 

"  See,  my  lad,"  said  the  burly  one,  letting  go  the 
boy's  ear  but  keeping  a  grip  on  his  shoulder.  "  I'm 
not  going  to  harm  you.  All  I  want  to  know  is  whether 
you've  seen  any  sizable  ships  hanging  about  here 
lately.— You  know  what  I  mean  I  " 

The  small  boy  knew  perfectly  what  he  meant,  and 
his  lip  curled  at  thought  of  being  mistaken  for  the 
kind  of  boy  who  would  open  his  mouth  to  a  preventive 
man.    He  shook  his  head,  however. 

"  Not,  eh  ?  Well,  you  know  the  neighbourhood 
anyway.    Take  me  to  the  Boutiques." 

"  The  Boutiques  ?  "  cried  Carette. 

"  Ah  I  The  Boutiques.  You  know  where  the 
Boutiques  are,  I  can  see." 

They  both  knew  the  Boutiques.  It  would  be  a 
very  small  child  on  Sercq  who  did  not  know  that  much. 
The  small  boy  knew,  too,  that  both  the  Boutiques 
and  the  Gouliot  caves  had  nooks  and  niches  in  their 
higher  ranges,  boarded  off  and  secured  with  stout 
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padlocked  doors,  where  goods  were  stored  for  transfer 
to  the  cutters  and  chasse-marfes  as  occasion  offered, 
just  as  they  were  in  the  great  warehouses  of  the 
Guernsey  merchants.  He  had  vague  ideas  that  so 
long  as  the  goods  were  on  dry  land  the  preventive 
men  could  not  touch  them,  but  of  that  he  was  not 
perfectly  certain.  These  troublesome  Customs'  officers 
were  constantly  having  new  powers  conferred  on 
them.  He  had  overheard  the  men  discussing  them 
many  a  time,  and  the  very  fact  of  this  man  trying 
to  find  the  Boutiques  was  in  itself  suspicious.  But 
the  man  was  a  stranger.  That  was  evident  from 
his  uncouth  talk  and  foolish  ways,  and  the  small 
boy's  mind  was  made  up  in  a  moment. 

Carette  was  watching  anxiously,  with  a  wild  idea 
in  her  mind  that  if  she  flung  herself  at  the  preventive 
man's  feet  and  held  them  tightly,  the  boy  might 
wriggle  away  and  escape. 

But  the  boy  had  a  brighter  scheme  than  that.  He 
turned  and  led  the  way  inland,  and  dropped  a  wink 
to  Carette  as  he  did  so,  and  her  anxious  little  brain 
jumped  to  the  fact  that  the  stranger  was  to  be  misled. 

Her  sharpened  faculties  perceived  that  the  best 
way  to  second  his  efforts  was  to  pretend  a  vehement 
objection  to  his  action  and  so  lend  colour  to  it. 

"  Don't  you  do  it,  Phil !  "  she  cried,  dancing  round 
them.  "  Don't  you  do  it,  or  I'll  never  speak  to  you 
again  as  long  as  I  live." 

Phil  marched  steadily  on  with  the  heavy  hand 
gripping  his  shoulder. 

"  Sensible  boy  I  "  said  the  preventive  man. 

As  everyone  knows,  the  Boutiques  lie  hid  among 
the  northern  cliffs  by  the  Eperquerie.  But,  once 
lose  sight  of  the  sea,  amid  the  tangle  of  wooded  lanes 
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which  traverse  the  Island,  and,  without  the  guidance  of 
the  sun,  it  needs  a  certain  amount  of  familiarity  with 
the  district  to  know  exactly  where  one  will  come  out. 

The  small  boy  stoUdly  led  the  way  past  Beaimianoir, 
and  Carette  wailed  like  a  lost  soul  alongside.  Jeanne 
Falla  looked  out  as  they  passed  and  called  out  to 
know  what  was  happening. 

"  This  wicked  man  is  making  Phil  show  him  the 
way  to  the  Boutiques,"  cried  Carette,  and  the  wicked 
man  chuckled,  and  so  did  Jeanne  Falla. 

They  passed  the  cottages  at  La  Vauroque.  The 
women  and  children  crowded  the  doors. 

"  What  is  it  then,  Carette  ?  "  they  cried.  "  Where 
is  he  taking  him  ?  " 

"  He  is  making  him  show  him  the  way  to  the 
Boutiques,"  cried  Carette,  crumpUng  her  pretty  face 
into  hideous  grimaces  by  way  of  explanation. 

"  Oh,  my  good  I  "  cried  the  women,  and  the  pro- 
cession passed  on  along  the  road  that  led  past  Dos 
d'Ane.  The  steamy  haze  lay  thicKer  here.  The 
wind  drove  it  past  in  slow  coils,  but  its  skirts  seemed 
to  cling  to  the  heather  and  bracken  as  though  reluctant 
to  loose  its  hold  on  the  Island. 

They  passed  down  a  rough  rock  path  with  ragged 
yellow  sides,  and  stood  suddenly  looking  out,  as  it 
seemed,  on  death. 

In  front  and  all  around— a  fathomless  void  of  mist, 
which  curled  slowly  past  in  thin  white  whorls.  The 
only  solid  thing — the  raw  yellow  path  on  which  they 
stood.  It  stretched  precariously  out  into  the  void 
and  seemed  to  rest  on  nothing.  From  somewhere 
down  below  came  the  hoarse  low  growl  of  sea  on 
rock.    Otherwise  the  stiUness  of  death.— The  Couple  I 

Sorely  trying  to  stranger  nerves  at  best  of  times 
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om  a  wavenng  fcne  m  the  waveriae  mist     Hi.  i.=  j 
.p^lS"  """""'  "'  '»"•-"■•  ««  -"rf.  h.  had 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

HOW  I  WENT  THE  FIRST  TIME  TO 
BRECQHOU 

Are  the  later  days  ever  quite  as  full  of  the  brightness 
and  joy  of  life  as  the  earlier  ones  ?  Wider,  and 
deeper,  and  fuller  both  of  joys  and  sorrows  they  are, 
but  the  higher  lights  hold  also  the  darker  shadows, 
and  experience  teaches,  as  Jeanne  Falla  used  to  say — 
"  N'y  a  pas  de  rue  sans  but."  Neither  lights  nor 
shadows  last,  and  the  only  thing  one  may  count  upon 
with  absolute  certainty  is  the  certainty  of  change. 

But  in  the  earUer  dajrs  one's  horizon  is  limited, 
and  so  long  as  it  is  clear  and  bright  one  does  not 
trouble  about  possible  storms ; — wherein,  I  take  it, 
the  spirit  of  childhood  is  wiser  than  the  spirit  of  the 
grown,  until  the  latter  learn  that  wisdom  which 
men  like  my  grandfather  call  faith,  and  so  draw  near 
again  to  the  trustful  simplicity  of  the  earlier  days. 

Altogether  brigh/;  and  very  clear  are  my  recollec- 
tions of  those  days  when  Carette  and  I,  and  Krok 
whenever  he  coiild  manage  it,  roamed  about  that 
western  coast  of  our  little  Island,  till  we  knew  every 
rock  and  stone,  and  every  nook  and  cranny  of  the 
beetling  cliffs,  and  were  on  such  friendly  terms  with 
the  very  gulls  and  cormorants  that  we  knew  many 
of  them  by  sight,  and  were  on  visiting  terms,  so  to 
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speftk,  though  perhaps  never  very  acceptable  visitors 
among  their  homes  and  families  visitors. 

Krok  knew  it  all  like  a  book,   .nly  better  •    for 
actual  books  were  of  late  acquaintance  with  him 

fof  hlfflls"?  '''"''  ''  "^^  ''^'^'-  -  ^-  -"' 
In  the  hardest  working  life  there  are  always  off 
times,  and  Krok's  Sundays,  outside  the  simple  neces 
sities  of  fann  life,  had  always  been  his  own.^  ffisone 
enjoyment  had  been  to  scramble  and  poke  and  tLer^ 
without  knowledge,  indeed,  or  even  understaTdL 
.ni"  "!k\!'  ""'  °*  '-^'^^  watchfulness,  but 
h?H^^''''  T''  P*'^«=*  satisfaction-among  the 
hidden  things  of  nature  which  lay  in  pools,  ana  under 

haTbeer    '"'''  '"  *''''  ^^""  "^^'^"°"«  •>«"  h" 

And  all  these  things  he  introduced  us  to  with  very 

great  enjoyment,  revealing  to  us  at  a  stroke,  as  U 

S  hS^"  "'"'^  """^  ^^''^"  '>™  y-«  *°  ^^ 
With  him  we  lay  gazing  into  the  wonderful  rock 
gardens  under  the  Autelets  when  the  tide  was  out  •- 
watchmg  the  phosphorescent  seaweeds  flame  in  the 
darker  poo  s ;  seeking  out  the  hamits  where  the  sea 
anemones  lay  in  thousands,  waving  their  long  pale 
arms  hungnly  for  food  and  closing  them  hopefuUyon 
anything  that  offered,  even  on  one's  fingS,  which 
they  presently  rejected  as  unsatisfying. 
He  would  silently  point  out  to  us  the  beauties  of 

£h>f  JT  f"*^  ^°^"^'  ^°*^  *•>«  '"ri°"«  ways  and 
habits  of  the  tmy  creeping  things  and  fishes,  and  we 
three  would  he  by  the  hour,  flat  on  the  rocks  chin  in 
fist,  watchmg  the  comedies  and  tragedies  and  the 
strange   chancy  life   of  the  pools.    And   they  were 
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absorbing  enough  to  keep  even  Carette  quiet,  although 
her  vems  seemed  filled  with  quicksUver  and  herTfe 
went  on  spnngs.  "'* 

And  at  times  he  would  take  us  up  the  cliffs,  to  points 
of  vantage  from  which  we  could  look  dow.^  int^The 
sea-b.rds-  nests  and  watch  them  tending  the^;oung 

And-greatest  wonder  of  all,  and  only  when  we  had 
solemnly  promised,  finger  on  lip,  never  to  discb^  the 
mat  er  under  any  conditions  to  anyone  whatsoeve  - 
he  led  us  nght  into  the  granite  cliffs  themLlves 
sometimes  through  dark  mouths  that  gaped  on  the 
shore,  sometimes  by  narrow  clefts  half-wafup  some! 
times  down  strange  rough  chimneys  fromVe'keS 

Hand  in  hand  we  would  creep,  stumbling  and  slip- 
ping, clmgmg  tightly  to  one  another  for  protecS 

hfr.lV^''"^*''  *P'"*^'  ""'^  ^^'"^'  in  all  of  wh  ch  °e 
half  believed  in  spite  of  aU  wiser  teaching,  and  nev^r 
danng  to  speak  above  a  whisper  for  fear  of  we  knlw 

L°d  :;t  ""S^^^y^  ^  -""^^  *«""'  of  losing  Krok 
and  so  being  left  to  wander  till  we  died  or  fell  int,! 
some  dark  pool  and  were  drowned,  TmZ  M^ 
still,  were  caught  by  the  tide  and  driven  back  st^ht 
step  mto  far  dark  comers  tiU  the  end  cTme  ^  ^^ 

mV"1''  "fu-^'  ^  '^"*^'  ^^^  "n<=°"th  croak  from 
which  Krok  got  his  name,  but  which  to  us  i^thT 
awesome  places,  was  sweeter  than  ^us L     And  I  r°.^ 

without  scared  glances  over  our  shoulders  at  the  bS 
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mouths  which  gaped  hungrily  for  us  at  every  turn 
and  comer. 

We  were,  I  believe,  the  very  first— of  our  time  at  all 
events — to  penetrate  into  some  of  the  caves  which 
have  since  become  a  wonder  to  many,  and  if  we  did 
not  understand  how  very  wonderful  they  really  were, 
they  were  to  us  treasure-houses  of  delight  and  a  never- 
failing  enjoyment. 

Some  of  the  higher  caves  were  useu  as  secret  store- 
houses for  goods  which  a  far-away   Government— 
with  which  our  people  had  Uttle  to  do  and  which 
did  not  greatly  concern  them— chose  to  embargo  in 
various  ways.    And  it  was  in  the  secret  shipment  of 
these  to  various  ports  in  England  and  France  that  the 
special  trade  of  the   Islands  largely  consisted.    So 
absolutely   free   of  all   restrictions   had   our  people 
always  been,  indeed  so  specially  privileged  in  this  way 
above  all  other  lands,  that  it  took  many  years  to 
bring  them  under  what  they  looked  upon  as  the  yoke. 
And  some  of  them  never  could,  or  would,  understand 
why  it  should  be  considered  unlawful  for  them  to  do 
what  their  fathers  had  always  done  without  let  or 
hindrance.    Wliatever  the  outside  world  might  say, 
they  saw  no  wrong,  except  on  the  part  of  those  who 
tried  to  stop  them,  and  whom  therefore  they  set 
themselves  to  circumvent  by  every  means  in  their 
power,  and  were  mightily  successful  therein.    More- 
over,   the     Island    spirit    resented    somewhat    this 
interference  in  their  affairs  by  what  was,  after  all,  a 
conquered  people.    For  the  privileges  of  the  Islands 
were  granted  them  originally  by  the  sovereigns  of  their 
own  race  who  captured  England  from  the  Saxon  kings. 
We  of  the  Islands  never  have  been  conquered.    At 
Hastings  we  were  on  the  winning  side,  and  we  have 
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been  a  race  to  ourselves  ever  since,  though  IovpI 
always  to  that  great  nation  which  spring  like  a  riant 
out  of  the  loins  of  the  struggle. 

Foremost  among  the  free-traders  /ere  Carette's 
father  and  brothers  on  Brecqhou.  whereby,  as  I  have 
said,  Carette  spent  much  of  her  time  on  Sercq  with 
her  aunt  Jeanne  Falla,  which  was  all  for  her  good,  and 
much  to  her  and  my  enjoyment. 

When,  by  rights  of  flotsam  and  jetsam  and  gift  and 
trover,  she  became  tht  proud  possessor  of  her  little 
yeUow  boat,  the  day  rarely  passed  without  her  flittins 
across  to  spend  part  of  it  at  Beaimiarioir  or  Belfontaine 
unless  the  weather  bottled  her  up  on  Brecqhou 

One  time,  however,  is  very  clear  in  my  memory,  when 
two  whole  days  passed,  and  fine  days  too,  without 
any  sign  of  her,  and  Aunt  Jeanne  FaUa  knew  nothing 
more  of  her  than  I  did.  ^ 

.J^^JT^^''^^^'.  *"  °"*  ''^'"S  ■"  o""-  smaller  boat 
and  Krok  was  bnnging  home  vraic  in  the  larger,  but 

?L?    /       I  scrambled  down  the  rocks  by  Saut  de 
Juan,  strapped  my  guernsey  and  trousers  on  to  my 

d!i  7lu   "T  '^"'  ^"'^  ^^"^  across  through  the 
slack  of  the  tide  without  much  difficiUty 

roTtl  ^kTJ"  *°  ^-^"^  ^^^  ^^  J^^°b  I  saw  the  yeUow 
cockleshell  hanging  from  its  beam,  and,  between  f^ 

^rlbleH      "'  *°  ^^'''  '""^^  ''^^^  '^^'^  Carette,  I 
quickly  up  the  back  stairs  into  Brecqhou. 
had  never  ^T^^T    ^'^'"''^^^   visitors,    and    I 
rocks  Xr  ^^''  ^^^'^  ''^"P*  ""^  the  outer 

her  ho "     T"-    ^^5'"'  "''^^^  ^^^^  »"ch  about 
Duut  of  wood  I  knew  very  liuie  about  it.     When 
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I  reached  the  top  and  stood  on  Bel6me  cliff,  the 
sight  of  Sercq  as  I  had  never  seen  it  before  filled 
me  with  a  very  great  delight.  From  Bee  du  Nei 
at  one  end  to  Moie  de  Bretagne  at  the  other,  every 
cleft  and  chasm  in  the  long  line  of  cliffs  was  bared 
to  my  sight.  Some  stood  naked,  shoulder  high ; 
and  some  were  clothed  with  softest  green  to  their 
knees.  Here  were  long  green  slides  almost  to  the 
water's  edge;  and  here  grim  heaps  of  black  rock 
flung  together  and  awry  in  wildest  confusion. 

Up  above  was  the  work  of  man,  the  greenery  of 
fields  and  trees,  soft  and  beautiful  in  the  sunshine, 
but  these  reached  only  to  the  cliff  edge.  Wherever 
the  land  had  fallen  away,  the  wind  and  the  sea  had 
worked  their  will,  and  the  scarred  and  bitten  rocks 
bore  witness  to  it.  The  black  tumbled  masses  of 
the  Gouliot  were  right  before  me,  and  in  the  gloomy 
channel  between,  the  tide,  through  which  I  had 
come,  writhed  and  rolled  like  a  wounded  snake, 
even  at  the  slack. 

I  had  seen  Sercq  from  the  outside  many  times 
before,  but  only  from  water  level,  which  limits  one's 
view,  though  the  towering  cliffs  are  alwa}^  wondrous 
line,  and  more  striking  perhaps  from  below  than 
from  above.  But  Brecqhou  always  cut  the  view 
on  one  side  or  the  other,  whereas  now,  for  the  first 
time,  I  saw  the  whole  western  side  of  the  Island  at 
a  glance,  and,  boy  as  I  was,  it  impressed  me  deeply 
and  made  me  swell  with  pride.  For,  you  see,  thanks 
to  my  grandfathT  and  my  mother  and  Krok,  my 
eyes  were  opening,  even  then,  to  the  wonders  and 
beauties  among  which  I  lived. 

I  turned  at  last  and  tramped  through  the  heather 
and  ferns  and  the  breast-high  golden-rod,  stumbling 
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am'>ng  the  rabbit  holes  with  which  the  ground  wa* 
riddled,  towards  the  house  which  stood  in  a  hollow  in 
the  centre  of  the  Island.  And  I  stared  hard  at  it, 
for  I  had  never  seen  the  like  before. 

It  was  not  like  our  Sercq  houses,  granite-built, 
thick-walled,  low  in  the  sides  and  high  in  the  roof 
It  stood  facing  Sercq— that  is,  with  its  back  to  the 
south  and  west— and  the  far  end  of  it  seemed  to  start 
out  of  the  ground  and  come  sloping  up  to  the  front, 
till,  above  the  doorway,  it  was  perhaps  ten  feet  high.' 
As  a  matter  of  fact  cunning  advantage  had  been 
taken  of  a  dip  in  the  ground,  and  the  house,  built 
agauist  the  inside  of  the  hollow  and  sloping  very 
gradually  upwards,  left  nothing  for  the  wild  winter 
gales  from  the  south-west  to  lay  hold  of.  The  wildest 
wind  that  ever  blew  leaped  off  the  edge  of  the  h  Uow 
and  went  shrieking  up  the  black  sky,  but  never  -uck 
down  at  the  squat  gray  house  below.  It  was  a  good- 
sized  house,  wide-spread,  and  aU  on  one  floor  and 
though  it  was  only  built  of  wood  it  looked  very 
strong  and  lasting,  and  to  my  thinking  very  com- 
fortable. Coming  towards  it  from  the  front,  it  looked 
as  though  a  great  ship  had  run  head  on  into  the  hollow 
and  sunk  partly  into  the  ground,  leaving  her  stem  high 
and  dry.  For  the  front  was  in  fact  buUt  up  of  frag- 
ments of  an  East  Indiaman,  and  the  windows  were 
her  bulging  stem  windo-.vs,  carved  and  ornamented, 
though  now  all  weathered  to  an  ashen  gray,  and  on 
each  side  of  the  doorway  ran  a  stout  carved  wooden 
railmg  which  had  come  from  a  ship's  poop 

WhenI  had  done  staring  at  all  this,  I  went  rather 
doubtfully  to  the  door,  with  my  eyes  playing  about  all 
round,  for  the  Le  Marchants,  as  I  have  said,  did  not 
favour  visitors,  and  I  was  not  sure  of  my  welcome 
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There  seemed  no  one  about,  however,  and  at  last 
I  summoned  courage  to  knock  genUy  on  the  door, 
which  was  of  thick,  heavy  wood  of  a  kind  quite  new 
to  me,  and  had  once  been  polished. 
"  HeUo,  then  !  Who's  there  ?  "  said  a  voice  inside. 
I  waited,  but  no  one  came.  It  was  no  good  talking 
through  a  door,  so  I  lifted  the  latch  doubtfully  and 
put  in  my  head. 

It  was  a  large  wide  room,  larger  than  Jeanne  Falla's 
kitchen  at  Beaumanoir,   and  though  there  was  no 
fern-bed— and   it  was  the  first  living-room   I  had 
seen  without  one— thei;e  was  a  look  of  great  warmth 
and  comfort  about  it.    There  was  a  fire  of  driftwood 
smouldering   in   a   wide   clay   chimneyplace,    and   a 
sweet  warm  smeU  of  wood  smoke  in  the  air.    There 
were  a  number  of  wooden  chairs,  and  a  table,  and 
several  great   black  oaken  chests  curiously  carved 
and  a  great  rack  hanging  from  the  roof,  on  which  I 
saw  hams,  and  guns,  and  tarpaulin  hats,  and  oars 
and  coils  of  rope.    The  far  end  of  the  room  was  dark 
to  one  coming  in  out  of  the  sunshine,  but,  in  some 
way,  and  I  can  hardly  teU  how,  it  seemed  to  me  that 
when  the  winter  gales  screamed  over  Brecqhou  that 
would  be  a  very  comfortable  room  to  live  in. 

I  could  still  see  no  one,  till  the  voice  cried  out  at 
sight  of  me — 

"  Now,  who  in  the  name  of  Satan  are  you,  and 
what  do  you  want  here  ?  "  And  then,  in  a  ship's 
bunk  at  the  far  end  of  the  room.  I  saw  a  face  lifted 
up  and  scowling  at  me. 

It  was  the  face  of  a  young  man,  and  but  for  the 
black  scowl  on  it,  and  a  white  cloth  tied  round  above 
the  scowl.  It  might  have  been  good-looking,  for  all 
the  Le  Marchants  were  that. 
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"  I'm  Pha  Carr^,"  I  faltered.    "  I've  come  to  look 
for  Carette." 

And  at  that,  Carette's  voice  came,  like  a  silver 
pipe,  from  some  hidden  place — 

"  Phil,  mon  p'tit,  is  that  you  ?    I'm  here,  but  you 
mustn't  come  in.    I'm  in  bed.    I've  got  measles. 
Father  s  gone  across  to  see  Aunt  Jeanne  about  it." 
"I  was  afraid  you'd  got  drowned,   or  hurt    or 

somethmg,"  I  said.     "  If  it's  only  measles "    ' 

"Just   that— only  measles,    and   it   doesn't   hurt 
toe  least  bit." 
_''  How  long  will  it  be  before  you're  better  ?  " 
"  Oh,  days  and  days,  they  say." 
"Oh!  ...  And  have  you  got  it  too?"  I  asked 
of  the  man  m  the  bunk. 

And  he  looked  at  me  for  a  minute,  and  then  laughed 
and  sai4_  "  Yes,  I've  got  it  too.  Don't  you  come 
near  me,  for  I  had  come  into  the  room  at  sound  of 
Carette  s  voice,  and  he  looked  very  much  nicer  when 
he  laughed. 

"Oh— HUaire!"  cried  the  unseen  Carette.  "What 
a  great  big " 

>,  '7X^ll\  ^""^^^  ^^^  ^^°^^^'-  "Little  yellow 
heels  should  keep  out  of  sight,"-which  was  not  meant 
n  rudeness,  but  only,  according  to  an  Island  saying 
that  httle  people  should  not  express  opinions  on 
matters  which  don't  concern  them. 

Before  he  could  say  more,  the  door  behind  me  swune 
open  and  a  surprised  voice  cried— 

"Diantre!  What  is  this?  And  who  are  you 
mon  gar^  ?  and  I  was  facing  Carette's  father,  Jea.; 
Le  Marchant,  of  whose  doings  I  had  heard  many  a 
wild  story  on  Sercq.  ^ 

He  was  a  very  striking-looking  man,  tall  and  straight. 


74 


CARETTE  OF  SARK 


and  weU-built.  His  face  was  keen  as  a  hawk's,  and 
tanned  and  seamed  and  very  much  alive.  His  eyes 
were  very  sharp  and  dark,  under  shaggy  white  eye- 
brows. They  seemed  to  go  through  me  like  a  knife, 
and  made  me  wish  I  had  not  come.  His  hair  was 
quite  white,  and  was  cut  so  short  that  it  bristled  all 
over,  and  added  much  to  his  fierce  wide-awake  look, 
as  though  he  scented  dangers  all  round  and  was 
ready  to  tackle  them  with  a  firm  hand.  He  had  a 
long  white  moustache  and  no  other  hair  on  his  face. 

While  I  was  still  staring  at  him,  Carette's  voice  came 
from  its  hiding-place—* 

"  It  is  Phil  Carr6  come  to  look  for  me,  father.  He 
is  my  good  friend.    You  will  give  him  welcome." 

"  Ah-ha  !  Mademoiselle  commands,"  and  the  keen 
face  softened  somewhat  and  broke  into  a  smile,  which 
was  stiU  somewhat  grim.  "  Monsieur  Phil  Carr6,  I 
greet  you !  I  can  hardly  say  you  are  welcome,  as 
I  do  not  care  for  visitors.  But  since  you  came  to  get 
news  of  the  little  one,  I  promise  not  to  kill  and  eat 
you,  as  you  seem  to  expect." 

"  Merci,   monsieur ! "     I    faltered.    For,    from   all 
accounts,  he  was  quite  capable  of  the  first,  though  the 
second  had  not  actually  suggested  itself  to  me. 
*'  How  did  you  come  ?    I  did  not  see  any  boat." 
"  By  the  Gal6  de  Jacob.    I  swam  across." 
"  Ma   foi !      Swam    across  !      You   have   courage, 
mon  gars;"    and    I   saw   that  I  had  risen  in  his 
estimation. 

"  He  swims  like  a  fish  and  he  has  no  fear,"  chirped 
Carette  from  her  hiding-place. 

"  AH  the  same,  bon  Dieu,  the  Gouliot  is  no  pond," 
and  he  looked  through  me  again.  "  How  old  are  you, 
mon  gars  ?  " 


HOW  I  WENT  TO  BRECQHOU  75 

"  Thirteen  next  year." 

"And  what  are  you  going  to  make  of  yourself 
when  you  grow  up  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know." 

"  For  boys  of  spirit  there  are  always  openings  "  he 
said  and  I  knew  very  well  what  he  meant,  and  shook 
my  head. 

"  Ah  so  !  You  are  not  free-traders  at  Belfontaine  " 
he  laughed.  At  which  I  shook  my  head  again,  feehng 
a  tnfle  ashamed  of  our  uncommon  virtue,  which  could 
not,  I  thought,  commend  itself  to  so  notorious  a 
defier  of  preventive  law. 

■•  AU  the  same,  he  is  a  fine  man,  your  grandfather 
and  a  seaman  beyond  most.  You  will  foUow  the 
sea  ?— or  are  you  for  the  farming  ?  " 

"  The  sea  sure,  but  it  will   be  in  the  trading,  I 

afterlu^"'"^^"^  than  the  farming,  but  not  very  large 

II  When  wiU  I  be  able  to  see  Carette,  m'sieur  ?  " 
'  Not  for  ten  days  or  so.    As  soon  as  she  is  well 

enough  I  shaU  carry  her  over  to  Mistress  Falla's    Then 

you  can  see  her." 

"..  V^^^^  y°"'  m'sieur.    I  think  I  will  go  now." 

Gomg  back  same  way  ?  " 
"  Yes,  sir." 
"  ril  see  you  off.    Sure  you  can  manage  it  ?  " 

fn      A   I^\  Good-bye,    Carette ! "     as   he   moved 
towards  the  door. 

"Good-bye,  Phil!  I'll  be  at  Aunt  Jeamie's  just 
as  soon  as  I  can, '  piped  Carette,  out  of  the  darkness 
of  her  mner  room. 

uf^A  J^^^u    }f  *^archant  led  me  back  across  the 
Island  to  the  Gal€  de  Jacob,  and  stood  watching  me 
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from  Bel4me  tiU  I  scrambled  in  among  the  rocks  at 
the  foot  of  Saut  de  Juan. 

That  was  the  firet  time  I  visited  Carette's  home  and 
tT^«  '  f"'-  '^""^^  ^^'  ^'^'^^  I  h^d  seen  at 
no  «li?         '''  "'"'""«  *''"'"  fr°"  ^  <J«t»nce  with 

told  alLTthT„,''T*  °'  **"'  """"y  ''"^"^^  ^t°ri«^ 
tow  about  them.    They  were  not  in  the  habit  of 

nuxmg  much  with  the  Island  men,  however.    They 

kept  their  own  counsel  and  their  own  ways,  and  th^ 

S^v  din'  ^  °°'  """^^  ^"-^  ^'^  comrad'eship  whe^ 
they  did  come  across. 

It  was  years  before  \  set  foot  on  Brecqhou  again. 

These  brief  glimpses  of  those  bright  early  days  I 
have  set  down  that  you  might  know  us  as  weTre 
For  myself  I  delight  to  recall  them,  but  if  I  were  to 
teU  you  one  quarter  of  all  our  doings  and  sayings 

Sf-^^d  r:  ?°\r.'  ^''  *°««*her.'-th  ^rz 

P^rgloinds.'"^"^"-'*  ""'^'^  '"^•^^  ^  -^-« 
And  it  is  possible  that  my  recollection  of  these 
li-nf  ''/°i°"«'J  somewhat  with  the  knowledge  and 
feehng  of  the  later  times,  for  a  man  may  no  more 
fuUy  enter  agam  mtc  the  thoughts  of  his' childhood 

S«  T^  '"^'^i*^  S'"^  ™t°  ^^  chUdhood's 
clothes.  I  have  told  them,  however,  just  as  they 
are  present  m  my  own  mind,  and  they  are  at  aU  evente 


CHAPTER  IX 

HOW  WE  BEGAN  TO  SPREAD  OUR  WINGS 

Ten  years  make  litUe  change  in  the  aspect  of  Serca 
nor  ten  tames  ten  for  that  matter,  though  the  learned 
men  teU  us  that  the  sea  and  wind  and  v^eather  J^e 
daJy  toU  of  the  Uttle  land  and  are  slowly  and  surdy 
wearing  it  away.  It  has  not  changed  much  ^  mv 
tmie  however,  and  I  have  no  aoubt  it  will  stUI^tand 
firm  for  those  who  are  to  foUow. 

But  ten  years  in  the  life  of  a  boy  and  girl-ten  vears 
wMch  about  double  in  number  those  that  hS  gon"' 
Sh^Th^^geT"^'''^"  tenfold-these  indeed  L^ 

In  tho"  -  ten  years  I  grew  from  boy  to  man    and 

woman,  and— we  grew  a  littie  apart  "aumm 

coSf of'thin"^"?'"''  ^  fPI^^^'  ^"^  ^  *he  natural 

sSTv^  '^vf'  ^°'  "''"'!  *^°  '^P'^8^  plated  side  by 

tlT.  fh    'A'  ^y  ^""^  "'*°  ^^^-  be  wider  apart  at  the 

optha^theyaredown  below.   A^idperhaps^S  right 

Grai^'^  T"^  *°°  *='°'"  *°S^th«^  ^th  would  sS' 

lo;-sTded""t  dT  '"  'f  '^^'^''°^  «  "  '«  -t^i^ 
top  «ded.    And  boy  and  girl  days  camiot  last  for 

evJra^?/'"!  I^"?"  """  much-ahnost  all  that  I 
ever  learned,  until  the  bitterer  experiences  of  life 
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brought  it  all  to  the  test,  and  silted  out  the  chaff,  and 
left  me  knowledge  of  the  grain. 

And  once  again  I  would  say  that  to  my  mother, 
Rachel  Carr^,  and  to  my  grandfather  and  Krok,  and  to 
William  Shakespeare  and  John  Bunyan  and  to  my 
grandfather's  great  Bible,  I  owe  in  the  first  place  all 
that  I  know.  All  those  books  he  made  me  read  very 
thoroughly,  and  parts  of  them  over  and  over  again,  till  I 
knew  them  almost  by  heart.  And  at  the  time  I  cannot 
say  that  this  was  much  to  my  liking,  but  later,  when  I 
came  to  understand  better  what  I  read,  no  urging  was 
needed,  for  they  were  our  only  books,  except  Foxe's 
Martyrs,  in  which  I  never  found  any  very  great  enjoy- 
ment, though  Krok  revelled  in  it.  And  I  suppose  that 
a  man  might  pass  through  life,  and  bear  himself  well 
in  it,  and  never  feel  lonely  with  those  books  for  his 
companions. 

I  should  not,  however,  omit  mention  of  M.  Rousselot, 
the  schoolmaster,  who  took  a  liking  to  me  because  of  the 
diligence  which  was  at  first  none  of  my  own,  but  only 
the  outward  showing  of  my  mother's  and  grandfather's 
strict  oversight.  But,  as  liking  begets  liking,  I  came 
to  diligence  for  M.  Rousselot's  sake  also,  and  finally 
for  the  sake  of  learning  itself.  And  also  I  learned  no 
little  from  Mistress  Jeanne  7a)la,  who  had  the  wisest 
head  and  the  sharpest  tongue  and  the  kindest  heart 
in  all  Sercq. 

But  I  was  never  a  bookworm,  though  the  love  of 
knowledge  and  the  special  love  of  those  books  I  have 
named  is  with  me  yet. 

"  Whatever  you  come  to  be,  Phil,  though  it  be  only 
a  farmer-fisherman,  you  will  be  all  the  better  man 
and  the  happier  for  knowing  all  you  can,"  my  grand- 
father would  say  to  me,  when  we  griw  into  closer 
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feUowship  with  my  growing  years.  "  It  is  not  what  a 
man  is  in  position  but  what  he  is  in  himself  that  makes 
for  his  happiness.  And  I  think,"  he  would  add 
thoughtfully,  "  that  the  more  a  man  understands  of 
hfe  and  the  more  he  thinks  upon  it— in  fact,  the  more 
he  has  inside  himself— the  less  he  cares  for  the  smaller 
things  outside."    And  I  believe  he  was  right. 

He  taught  me  all  he  knew  concerning  the  farm  and 
the  land  and  the  crops,  and  taught  me  not  by  rule  of 
thumb,  but  showed  me  the  why  and  wherefore  of 
thmgs,  and  opened  the  eyes  of  my  understanding  to 
notice  the  little  things  of  nature  as  well  as  the  great 
which  many  people,  I  have  found,  pass  all  through 
their  lives  without  ever  seeing  at  all. 

The  same  with  the  fishing.  He  and  Krok  gave  me 
all  they  had  to  give ;  and,  without  vainglory,  but 
smiply  as  grateful  testimony  to  their  goodness  I  think 
that  at  two-and-twenty  I  knew  as  much  as  any  of  my 
age  m  Sercq,  and  more  than  most.  I  knew  too  that 
there  were  things  I  did  not  know,  and  did  not  care 
to  know,  and  for  that,  and  aU  the  higher  things,  I  have 
to  thank  my  dear  mother  and  my  grandfather. 

But  growth  in  its  very  nature  requires  a  widening 
sphere.  Contentment  comes  of  experience  and  satis- 
faction, and  youth,  to  arrive  at  that,  must  needs  have 
the  expenence,  but  craves  it  as  a  rule  for  itself  alone 

Sercq  is  but  a  dot  on  the  map,  and  not  indeed  that 
on  most,  and  outside  it  lay  aU  the  great  world,  teeming 
wth  wonders  which  could  only  be  seen  by  seeking 

Up  to  the  time  I  was  sixteen,  and  Carette  fourteen, 
we  were  comrades  of  the  sea  and  shore  and  cliffs,  and 
very  great  friends.  Then  Aunt  Jeanne  FaUa  insisted 
on  her  being  sent  to  school  in  Peter  Port-a  grievous 


8o 


CARETTE  OF  SARK 


III 


blow  to  us  both,  for  which  we  Uved  to  thank  her     For 
Carette,  clever  as  she  was  by  nature,  and  wonderfully 
sharp  at  picking  things  up,  had  no  inducements  at 
home  towards  anything  beyond  bodily  growth,  except 
indeed,  when  she  was  at  Beaumanoir  with  Aunt  Jeanne' 
and  those  tmies  were  spasmodic  and  were  countered 
by  her  returns  to  the  free  and  easy  Ufe  on  Brecqhou 
And  Aunt  Jeanne  loved  her  dearly  and  knew  what  was 
best  for  her,  and  so  she  insisted,  and  Carette  went 
weepmg  to  Peter  Port  to  the  Miss  Mangers'  school  in 
George  Road. 

Her  going  made  a  great  gap  in  my  life,  and  the  outer 
thmgs  began  to  call  on' me.    My  ideas  respecting  them 
were  dun  and  distorted  enough,  as  I  afterwards  found 
but  their  caU  was  all  the  more  insistent  for  that' 
Lymg  flat  on  Tintageu,  chin  on  fist,  I  would  watch 
the  white-sailed  ships  pushing  eagerly  to  that  wonder- 
ful outer  world  and  long  to  be  on  them.    There  were 
great  ships  carrying  wine  and  brandy  to  the  West 
Indies,  where  the  people  were  all  black,  and  the  most 
wonderful  plants  grew,  and  the  pahn  trees.    And  to 
Canada  and  Newfoundland,  where  the  great  icebergs 
came  down  through  the  mist.    And  some  carrying 
hsh  to  the  Mediterranean,  whose  shores  were  aU  alive 
with  wonders,  to  say  nothing  of  the  chances  of  seeing 
some  lighting  on  the  way,  for  England  was  at  war  with 
France  and  Spain,  and   rumours  of  mighty  doings 
reached  us  at  times.    And  some  taking  tea  and  tobacco 
to  Hamburg  and  Eraden,  where  the  people  were  aU 
uncoutt    foreigners   who  spoke   neither  French  nor 
English    and    so  must   offer    mighty    change    from 

Then   there   were   multitudes   of  smaller   vessels 
sloops  and  chasse-marfe,  bound  on  shorter  and  stUl 
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more  profitable  if  more  dangerous  voyages.  Wherever 
they  were  going,  on  whatsoever  e^and  hSn^  -I 
w.  i^to  the  great  outside  world.  andTeJ  afcLd! 

,n3T  '^""^"l  *«•'*'  *°  ^^^  "'arer  shores   had  a 

a^„^  "^^."^  1«^'^  °™'  '^^  the  stories  o^e  heard 
among   one's   feUows— of   the   wild    mJH„i  u! 

into  Cormsh  creeks  and  Devon  iJd^S  ""*' 
of  encounters  now  and  again  w^?h  th^  r.?.n?  '"'"; 
exhUarating  flights  and  na  "ow  escal  I^mV"'"'  °^ 
ment  cutters-these  but  added  "^  to  The  tSj 
m  ones  imagination  which,  in  a  tual  fact  mZ,* 
P<»sibly  have  been  found  wanting  '   ^^^^ 

no^LrlTS  slhSsttr  %''"--  '^' 

they  were  with  that  special  end  te^ew  W.  1  u 'I 
upon  it  as  verv  murh^ljr*    «.  "*  '""•'^d 

into  blockareZp"rts4  larS  nrofiTT"^  f  ^^^^''^^ 
and  no  ill-feeling  thou^rh Td? ,?  /°'  "^  '"^^  "^"^ 
nature  would  out  and  fteSc  '/l '™'''  '^""^° 
of  laws  in  thP  .I'ou       ^"e'npts  at  the  enforcement 

would  r«ult  In  °?  °^  "^^""^  *«  h^<»  "o  hand 

thwarting  ^  theinL"  But' wS  "^"^^  '°^  ^''^ 
the  great  men  in   Fnt?    -,       u  "^^^^  *^^"  °"e  of 

-gainst  free^tr^dS/SfielTtT^f'  ^i^^"^  ''^' 
that  the  mind  ofm^nnT  .5^  feUow-lawmakers 

aU  equallTiTuSde  r  '°"^f  '=°°'=^'^^  °^  '*  ^  ^t 

of  dermord  JS  "     K        f  *' "^^"^  ^^«  '"•caches 

moral  virtue-how  should  it  be  expected 
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that   the  parties  chiefly   interested   should   take   a 
stricter  view  of  the  matter  ? 

Jn  course  of  time  my  longing  for  the  wider  life 
found  expression,  first  in  looks,  and  at  last  in  words, 
which,  indeed,  were  not  needed,  for  my  mother  had 
seen  and  understood  long  before  I  spoke. 

And  when  my  words  found  vent  she  was  ready 
for  them,  and  I  learned  how  firmly  set  upon  her  way 
may  be  a  woman  whom  one  had  always  looked  upon 
as  gentlest  of  the  gentle  and  retiring  beyond  most. 

"  Not  that,  Phil,  not  that.  Anything  but  that. 
I  would  sooner  see. you  in  your  grave  than  a  free- 
trader,"—which  seemed  to  me  an  extreme  view 
to  take  of  the  matter,  but  I  know  now  that  she  had 
her  reasons,  and  that  they  were  all-sufficient  for  her. 

My  grandfather  set  his  face  against  it  also,  though, 
indeed,  my  mother's  strong  feeling  would  have  been 
enough  for  me.  He,  however,  being  a  man,  under- 
stood better,  perhaps,  what  was  in  me.  for  he  had 
been  that  way  hinjself,  and  he  set  himself  to  further 
my  craving. 

The  only  other  openings  were  in  the  legitimate 
trading  to  foreign  parts,  or  service  on  a  King's  ship, 
or  on  a  privateer,  which  latter  business  had  come 
to  be  of  very  great  importance  in  the  Islands.  And 
between  those  three  there  could  not  be  any  question 
which  my  mother  and  grandfather  would  favour. 
For  the  perils  of  the  sea  are  considerable  in  them- 
selves, and  are  never  absent  from  any  mother-heart 
in  the  Islands.  But  add  to  them  the  harshness 
of  the  King's  service  and  the  possibilities  of  sudden 
death  at  the  hands  of  the  King's  enemies,  and  there 
was  no  doubt  as  to  which  way  the  mother-heart 
would  incline. 
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For  myself,  10  hungry  was  I  for  wider  doines 
I  would  have  put  my  neck  under  the  yoke  soonei^ 
than  not  go  at  all,  and  when  they  saw  that  spread 
my  wings  I  must,  they  consented  to  my  shippiu<t 
on  one  of  the  Guernsey  traders  to  foreign  parts  -  'd 
my  heart  was  lighter  than  it  had  been  for  many  a'r.  v 

I  was  eighteen,  tall  and  strong,  and,  thanks  to 
my  grandfather  and  Krok,  a  capable  seaman,  so 
far  as  the  limited  opportunities  of  our  little  Island 
permitted  and  the  rest  would  come  easily,  for  aU 
their  teaching  had  given  me  a  capacity  to  learn 

That  first  parting  from  home  and  my  mother  and 
grandfather  and   Krok  was  a  terrible  wrench,   full 

see  Th^i  '  """"k"^"'  ^°'''*  ^  ^^'  eoing  out  to 
Ta  1  *'^.*^^"«7''  *«en  away  from  them  before, 
and  the  sight  of  my  mother's  woeful  attempts  at 
cheerfulness  came  near  to  breaking  me  down,  and 
remained  with  me  for  many  a  day.  In  mv  eaeemess 
for  the  «^der  life  I  had  forgotten  the  hoTmy  g^S 
must  make  in  hers.  And  yet  I  do  not  think  she 
would  have  had  me  stay,  for  she  was  as  wise  as  she 
was  gentle,  and  she  ever  set  other  people's  wishes 
before  her  own  She  had  borne  a  man-child,  iLd 
tte  mevitab  e  Island  penalty  of  parting  with  him 

herf.r.  M*^"'   ^   '""™"'"'   *'^°"gh   the  look   on 
her  face  told  its  own  tale  at  times 

th/v  i       %     ^"^'    characteristic    comment    when 
they  were  discussing  the  matter  one  evening     And 

the'likZrf  "■  "  ^  "°™^"*  °'  --"^"-f  4ed 
the  likelihood,  1,  not  the  absolute  certainty    of  mv 

Go  where  you  can,  die  where  you  must  "  nut  an 
end  to  the  discussion  and  helped  me  to  my 'wishes. 
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My  grandfather  procured  me  a  berth  as  seaman 
on  the  barque  HirimdtUe  of  "eter  Port.  NicoUe  master, 
and  her  I  made  three  voyages— to  the  West  Indies, 
then  uii  to  Gasp*  in  the  St.  L'.wrence,  and  thence 
to  the  Mediterranean.  That  was  rur  usual  round, 
and  what  with  contrary  winds,  and  detentions  in 
various  ports,  and  the  necessity  of  waiting  and  dodg- 
ing the  enemy's  cruisers  and  privateers,  the  voyages 
were  long  ones,  and  not  lacking  in  incident. 

My  story,  however,  is  not  concerned  with  them, 
except  incidentally,  and  I  will  refer  to  them  as  little 
as  possible. 

My  grandfather  wtot  across  with  me  to  Peter  Port 
the  first  time.  He  had  known  George  Nicolle  many 
years,  and  felt  me  safe  in  his  hands,  and  his  confidence 
was  we.'l  placed  The  HirondelU  was  a  comfortable 
ship,  and  I  never  heard  a  real  word  of  complaint 
aboard  of  her.  Growling  and  grumbling  there  was 
occasionally,  of  course,  or  some  of  the  older  hands 
would  never  have  been  happy,  but  it  amounted  to 
nothing,  and  there  was  no  real  ground  for  it. 

She  was  still  only  loadmg  when  we  boarded  her, 
and  it  was  three  days  later  before  we  cast  off  and 
headed  up  Little  Russel  for  the  open  sea. 


CHAPTER  X 

HOW  I  BEARDED  LIONS  IN  THEIR  DENS 

That  first  night  in  Peter  Port,  when  my  grandfather 
had  wnmg  my  hand  for  the  last  time,  Wking  S  me 

and  keep  dean,  and  had  put  off  for  home  in  hi^^t 
and  wo:,  was  over  for  the  day  and  I  my  own  mast«  I 
deaded  on  maldng  a  call  which  was  mud,  fnmy  hS^t 
.nd  to  which  I  had  been  loodng  forward  for  d^CS' 
I  deaned  myself  up,  and  made  myself  as  Sas 

JfJ»  °°*  ™"*  ^  "^"^  ^^^  ^"""^  that  doubts  began 

I  much  "  "'  "^  *°  *''t**"'^  °'  ™y  intention  It  w^ 
a  much  larger  house  than  any  I  had  ever  been  in   7^ 

somehow  d.d  not  suggest  any  very  warm  welcome  to 
a  young  saJonnan,  whose  pride  in  his  firsTa^Stmeit 
and  n  the  spreadmg  of  his  wings  for  hisTst  S 
underwent  sudden  shrinkage.  ""^  ««  iirst  flight 

J.l  \l^^r  ^  ^'^  hal«»our-s  tramping  to  and  fro 

^^;l?ar^oi"h^^:L^s■t7f  ^^  r^ 

-y  to  break  inA'ZVZV.::Z'lX'Z 

K^anJS;:::^-£^^-£?- 
•i 


I 


86 


CARETTE  OF  SARK 


every  window  had  its  little  curtains  rigged  up  exactly 
alike  to  a  hair's-breadth.  If  any  one  of  them  had 
been  an  inch  awry  I  should  have  known  it,  and  would 
have  felt  less  of  an  intruder. 

I  had  not  seen  Carette  for  over  six  months,  and  the 
last  time  she  was  home  most  of  my  time,  when  we 
met,  had  been  spent  in  discovering  and  puzzling  over 
the  changes  that  had  come  over  her.  These  ran 
chiefly  towards  a  sobriety  of  behaviour  which  was  not 
natural  t-.  her,  and  which  seemed  to  me  assumed  for 
my  special  benefit  and  tantalisation,  and  I  was  expect- 
mg  every  minute  to  see  the  sober  cloak  cast  aside  and 
the  laughing  Carette  of  earlier  days  dance  out  into 
the  sunshine  of  our  old  camaraderie. 

Aunt  Jeanne  Falla's  twinkling  eyes  furthered  the 
hope.  But  it  was  not  realised.  Carette  unbent, 
mdeed,  and  we  were  good  friends  as  ever,  but  there 
was  always  about  her  that  new  cloak  of  staidness  and 
ladylike  polish  which  became  her  prettily  enough 
mdeed,  but  which  I  could  very  well  have  done  without. 
For,  you  scj,  in  all  our  doings  hitherto,  she  had  always 
looked  up  to  me  as  leader,  even  when  she  twirled  my 
boyish  strength  about  her  finger  and  made  me  do  her 
will.  And  now,  though  I  was  bigger  and  stronger 
than  ever,  she  had,  in  some  ways,  gone  beyond  me 
She  was,  in  fact,  seeing  the  worid,  such  as  it  was  in 
Guernsey  in  those  days,  and  it  made  me  feel  more  than 
ever  how  small  a  place  Sercq  was,  and  more  than  ever 
determined  to  see  the  world  also. 

I  warped  myself  up  to  Miss  Manger's  green  front 
door  at  last  and  gave  a  valiant  rap  of  the  knocker,  and 
hung  on  to  it  by  sheer  force  of  will  to  keep  myself  from 
running  away  when  I  nad  done  it.  And  when  a  maid 
m  a  pnm  white  cap  opened  the  door,  I  had  lost  my 
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I  m  ^  ''^.."r^  *°  '^^  Carette-Ma'm'zelle  Le  Marchant 
I  mean        stammered,  ve^^  red  and  awkwaVd        "  ' 

«nH  T  I        f  "^  '"•  ^'"  *^"  Miss  Mauger,"  she  smiled  • 
To  ,.<,**  7  .  '  '"^  °'ner  rooms  were  likp  it 

Tie  Ml«  IXS  °;  ""  """  '»«  '"  «>»  Mil"!".. 
m  aSe°  ™^  '^'''"-    "  -^^^  -«  f-1  awkward  a„1 

;;  Monsieur  Le  Marchant  ?  "  she  asked 

,,  No  madame-mam'zelle.    I  am  Phil  Carr^." 

Le  Ma'.chanfs  br^th:^'  f?'   *'^"  °"^  °'  ^^''^'""-"^ 
"  No,  ma'm'zelle." 
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"  Oh  !  " 

"We  have  always  been  friends  since  we  were 
chUdren,"  I  explained  stumblingly,  for  her  bright  ml 
eyes  were  fixed  on  me,  through  her  gold!rimmed 
spectacl^,  hlce  little  gimlets,  and  made  me  fe™  « 
I  was  doing  ^mething  quite  wrong  in  being  there. 
Ah !     which  seemed  to  imply  that  she  had  su^ 

Wesf  Me^^°'"^  °^  °''  "^  ^''  ^"^'-^  *°  the 
"  Ah  !  "  in  a  tone  that  seemed  to  say  that  as  far  as 

I  woi^XSr.  ^'''  '=°"^^™^'^ "  ^^  ^o  ^^^ 

h^io^fi^^  '  "°'^*'  "^^  *°  -  Carette  again 

."  ^'^ '  •  •  ■  And  may  I  ask  if  you  have  sought  ner- 
nussion  from  Mademoiselle  Le  Marchanfs  Sath^as 
before  makmg  this  call  ?  "  ciauvcb 

ma'm'zX'*T-"'^°.'^  ^^'■""^-  No.  madame- 
mamzeUe.  I  never  dreamt  of  such  a  thing  Per- 
mission to  see  Carette !    Maf^!" 

ma'll^"  ■•  ■  •  ('!^^^*  a  strangely  innocent  young 
man!-or  is  it  impudent  boldness  ?  "-That  ^ 
TLJZT'.r  J"  ^  ™^^'  '  *'>'"",  as  she  bo^ 
"  W?  T\  ^^^-  i'"'"  8*"'^*^-  B"t  she  said-1) 
We  make  it  an  inflexible  rule  not  to  aUow  our  yomig 
ladies  to  see  any  but  their  own  relations,  except   of 

Tfirri^''  ''-'''  ^™'-^-  °^  ^^^^ 
"  III  had  known.  I  would  have  got  a  letter  from 
Aunt  Jeanne  FaUa,  but  such  a  thing  never  enteS 
into  my  head  for  a  moment." 
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FaSawL"  "*'""''  ^^  Marchant-Miss  Jeanne 
vel    m",°J  A""V^*""* --WeU,  I  should_I  mean 

you£iissic«tolrrdtn?oS^^^ 

dreaTo^/mlbrnrintteTJort  ''.t  """''^  "-- 
see  Carette."  ^""^  ^'^^'^  *  <:alling  to 

said'aMLtl'  "^  *'^"°'^  -«»  *h™««h  again,  and 
also,  and  I  sho^dd  wL  Sem  to"5"''  T'™^  *'^^"' 

wondfrsV^urnLl^Thet,'^"^'  ^"'^  '^'^  -* 
Ih^dnoticedinrtretVrerr^°^--- 

Marchant  ?  "    S   S   /°    r  /f,^^"°-«"-   Le 
onnersheUcurlfaL^thisiir^^^^^^  ^'^^  ""'« 

than  the  last  a  Sr  I...,       ^  ^"^"^'^  ungracious 

*es,  ma  mzelle,  with  your  permission- 

MadSer^LrnVoYLr  ^^^^^'^"^'•'^^^^  -"^ 
to  know  intiSJ,!!!!"^  Beaumanoar.  whom  we  used 
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"  I  have  known  Aunt  Jeanne  from  the  day  I  was 
bom,"  I  said,  perhaps  a  trifle  vehemently,  for  the 
absurdity  of  all  these  precautions  between  myself 
and  Carette  began  to  ruffle  me.  In  fact,  I  began  to 
feel  almost  as  though  there  must  be  some  grounds 
for  their  doubts  about  me  which  I  had  never  hitherto 
recognised  in  myself,  and  it  made  me  more  decided 
than  ever  to  have  my  own  way  in  the  matter. 

"  My  grandfather  is  Philip  Carrd,  of  Belfontaine," 
I  said,  with  a  touch  of  the  ruffle  in  my  voice,  "  and 

he  is  a  great  friend  of  Mr.  Claude  Gray " 

"  The  Quaker,"  she  said,  with  a  pinch  of  the  thin 
little  lips. 

And  then  the  door  opened,  and,  with  the  usual 
curtsey,  still  another  Miss  Mauger  joined  us,  and  her 
little  ormer  shells  were  all  brown,  a)id  she  wore  no 
spectacles,  and  the  corners  of  her  mouth  were  on  a 
level  with  the  centre,  and  looked  as  if  they  might  on 
occasion  even  go  up  instead  of  down.  She  looked  at 
me  half  mistrustfully,  hke  a  bird  which  doubts  one's 
intentions  towards  its  bit  of  plunder,  and  then,  just 
like  the  bird,  seemed  to  gauge  my  innocence  of  evil, 
and  bent  and  whispered  into  her  sister's  gray  and 
brown  ormer  shells. 

"  My  .sister  informs  me  that  Mademoiselle  Le 
Marchant  has  been  apprised  of  your  visit  and  has 
expressed  a  desire  to  see  you,  and  so " 

"  Under  the  circumstances,"  said  the  other. 

"  Under  the  circumstances,  we  will  make  an  excep- 
tion from  our  invariable  rule  and  permit  this  inter- 
view." 

"  On  the  understanding "  began  the  other. 

"  On  the  understanding  that  it  is  not  to  form  a 
precedent " 
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"  And  also,"  said  the  younger  sister  hastily,  "  that 
one  of  us  is  present." 

"  Certainly,  that  one  of  us  is  present,"  said  the 
elder. 

"  By  all  means,"  I  said,  "  and  I  am  very  much 
obliged  to  you.  I  really  do  not  mean  to  eat  Carette, 
nor  even  to  run  away  with  her." 

"  We  should  certainly  prevent  any  attempt  of  the 
kind,"  said  the  elder  sister  severely. 

They  whispered  together  for  a  moment,  then  she 
shook  out  her  prim  skirts  and  dropped  me  a  curtsey, 
and  went  away  to  fetch  Carette. 

"  You  see  we  have  to  be  very  strict  in  such  matters," 
said  the  younger  Miss  Mauger,  settling  herself  very 
gracefully  on  a  chair  so  that  her  skirts  disposed  them- 
selves in  nice  straight  lines.  "  With  forty  young 
ladies  under  one's  charge  one  cannot  be  too  careful." 

"  I  am  quite  sure  you  are  very  careful  of  them, 
ma'm'2elle,"  I  said,  at  which  she  actually  smiled  a 
very  little  bird-like  smile.  "  I  will  tell  Aunt  Jeanne 
how  very  careful  you  are  next  time  I  see  her,  and 
she  will  laugh  and  say,  '  Young  maids  and  young 
calves  thrive  best  under  the  eyes  of  their  mistress.'  " 

"  I  c.o  not  know  much  about  calves  " — and  then  the 
door  cpened  and  Carette  came  in. 

She  ran  up  to  me  with  both  hands  outstretched. 

"  Oh,  Phil,  I  was  so  afraid  I  was  not  to  see  you ! 
And  you  are  going  away  ?  How  big  you're  getting  ! 
How  long  will  you  be  away  ?  " 

This  was  very  delightful,  for  I  had  been  fearing 
that  the  little  touch  of  stiffness,  which  I  hu,d  ex- 
perienced the  last  time  I  saw  her,  and  which  I  now 
quite  understood,  might  have  grown  out  of 
knowledge. 
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We  are  going  first  to  the  West  Indies  and  then 
on  to  Caaada.  It  may  be  a  long  time  before  I'm 
back,  and  I  did  want  to  see  you  once  more  before  I 
went.    I  began  to  fear  I  was  not  going  to." 

"  Oh,  we're  very  strict  here,  you  know,  and  we 
have  rules.  Oh,  heaps  of  rules !  But  I  knew  dear 
Miss  Maddy  would  manage  it  when  she  knew  how  I 
WMted  to  see  you ; "  and  she  ran  up  to  Miss  Maddv 
and  kissed  the  little  brown  ormer  sheUs  over  her 
ears,  and  Miss  Maddy  patted  them  hastUy  lest  the 
tmy  kiss  should  have  set  them  awry. 

"  And  how  did  you  leave  them  all  in  Sercq  ?  And 
when  did  you  see  Aunt  Jeanne  last  ?  And  who's 
taking  care  of  my  boat  ?    And " 

"Wait!"  I  laughed,  "or  I  shall  forget  some  of 
them  I  saw  Aunt  Jeanne  this  morning  just  before 
1  left.  She  thought  we  sailed  at  once.  She  would 
have  sent  you  her  love,  and  maybe  some  g4che,  if  she 
had  known " 

"  Ah,  ma  i6 !  How  I  wish  she  had  known !  "  sighed 
Carette  longmgly,  for  Aunt  Jeanne  Falla's  gache  had 
a  name  all  over  Sercq. 

"  And  everybody  is  well  except  old  P6re  Gu^rin 
and  he  is  cuttmg  a  new  tooth,  they  say,  and  it  make^ 
nim  sour  m  the  temper." 
''  Why,  he's  over  ninety  !  "  exclaimed  Carette. 
Nuiety-two  next  January.    That's  why  he's  so 
annoyed  about  it.    And  your  boat  is  safe  in  the  top 
nook  of  Port  du  Moulin,  aU  covered  over  with  sail- 
cloth and  gorse.    Krok  and  I  did  it,  and  he  will 
soak  It  for  ten  days  before  you  come  home,  and  have 
It  all  ready  for  you." 
"  The  dear  old  Krok  !  " 
"  Oh.  we  have  taken  very  great  care  of  it,  I  assure 
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i^\  But  maybe  you  wUl  be  too  grown-up  to  care 
for  It  by  the  time  you  get  back."  ^ 

"  Perhaps  !  "    And  oddly  enough-though  indeed 

fallTf      f°"n«Jation-thereupon   there   seemed   to 
aU  between  us  a  slight  veil  of  distance.    So  «>at 

t  iertJl"'.H^'"*=^  ^""^  °^  "'^^  friends  the': 

U  seemed  to  me  that  we  were  not  quite  as  we  had 

been  and  I  could  not  for  the  life  of  me  tell  why  nor 

^'       ""^^'^ " "  *«^«  so  or  not.  ^'       ' 

hm^V^Z^^'7^-  ^°'^^''^''  ^"«"«  pit  both  her 
ftands  m  m.ne  and   gave   me  Godspeed  as  heartily 

mJ/ "7'''''  """^  ^  ""^^^  ^y  b«^t  bow  to  MUs 
Maddy,  and  went  back  to  the  HirondeUe  well  pleS 
at  having  seen  Carette  and  at  her  hearty  greet^rand 
fareweU,  but  with  a  little  wonder  and'^iK  a?  ml 

m?ght  be      "''*  ''^  '°^'  ^'^^^^  °^  ^'  *-  -•^oo'Sg 


CHAPTER  XI 

HOW  WE  GREW.  AND  GROWING,  GREW 
APART 

As  I  said,  I  am  not  going  to  waste  time  telling  you 
of  my  three  long  voyages,  beyond  what  is  absolutely 
necessary.  These  lie  for  the  most  part  like  level 
plams  m  my  memory,  though  not  without  their  out- 
juttmg  pomts.  But  the  heights  and  depths  lav 
beyond.  •' 

Very  clear  to  me,  however,  is  the  fact  that  it  was 
ever-growmg  thought  of  Carette,  more  even,  I  am 
bound  to  confess,  than  thought  of  my  mother  and 
grandfather,  that  kept  me  clear  of  pitfalls  which  were 
not  lackmg  to  the  unwary  in  those  days  as  in  these 
Thought  of  Carette,  too,  that  braced  me  to  the  quiet 
facmg  of  odds  on  more  than  one  occasion. 

Our  second  voyage  was  distinguished  by  a  whole 
day  s  fierce  fighting  with  a  French  privateer  ofi  the 
Caicos  Islands,  while  proceeding  peacefully  on  our 
way  from  the  newly  acquired  island  of  Trinidad  to  the 
bt  Lawrence.  It  was  my  first  experience  of  fighting 
and  a  hot  one  at  that.  Between  killed  and  wounded 
we  lost  five  men,  but  the  Frenchman  left  ten  dead  on 
our  deck  the  first  time  he  boarded,  and  eight  the 
secoid,  and  after  that  did  not  try  again.  But  he 
dogged  us  aU  the  rest  of  that  day  and  did  his  best  to 


HOW  WE  GREW  APART  gj 

hJou,°„„^„'J*Si  ■'S,<^P'>I"  Nlcofc  and 

chadisr,ro„w°ll7F'.f"   '"""'    '°    I'    our 
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^I^  •  ""^  "•""•    ^'=''   *^*  I  «=»™e  home  I 
managed  m  one  way  or  another,  to  get  a  sight  at  all 

Twee  I  stormed  the  maiden  fortress  in  George  Road 
-.'.d  ran  the  gauntlet  of  the  Miss  Maugers  with  les^ 
^omfiture  than  on  the  first  occasion  Vo^  £ 
Maddys  sympathy  and  my  added  weight  of  year, 
and  expenence.    And  once  Carette  was  making  hoi" 

^^."7,^  ^"^pJ'.f  ""*•  *"**  Beaumanoir  saw  mo  e 
of  me  than  did  Belfontaine. 

thit"*lh'"rr'"^«'^'''**  recoUection  of  all  those  times  is 
LiT  L^'*"*  .^'^  '"°'"«'  ''«^"t«»»  e«h  time  I 
saw  her.  both  m  mmd  and  body ;  that  my  feeling  for 
her  grew  m  me  beyond  aU  other  growth,  though  the 
years  were  building  me  solidly  ;  and  that  ;  fear  fpra^ 
up  in  me  at  last  that  she  was  perhaps  going  to^ow 

^y  ulT^tS^g" '''  "--^^y  -^  ^-^«  -  o^ 

^nf'h^A^^r.r^  ^^'  «''*"°8  *^^  °f  the  warmest, 
and  had  ,„  it  the  recollection  of  those  earlier  days 
Ihat,  I  said  to  myself,  was  the  real  Carette 

And  then  there  would  gradually  come  upon  us  that 
l„r  °/,f  *^"«'."  though  the  yea^rs  and  the 
growth  and  the  experiences  of  life  were  setting  us  a 
httie  apart.    And  that,  I  said,  was  the  Miss  Mauge^ 

For  my  part  I  would  have  had  Carette  as  satisfied 
with  my  sole  companionship  as  in  the  days  when  we 

wor2' h"\^^''  ^T"^  '""^  P°°'^  and^To^ks   all 
r„^.  i'^f '"!  ^^  ""**   cormorants  with   our 

fS  !h  "rV^'^i  '^^  '*'^""S  currents  with   un- 
fettered hmbs   and   no   thought   of  wrong.     These 
thmgs  m  aU  their  fuMess  of  delight  were,  of  coui^e 
no  longer  possible  to  us.    But  the  joyous  spirit  o 
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them  I  would  fain  have  retain«»  ,«^  r  /      ^  . 
elusivdy  away.  ^"^ined,  and  I  found  it  slipping 

'he'^'hinr;fi;'ii,'"'t\^^^^  P"«'"8  away 
woman,  with  alTthevSder^J"*^  '^Tj"*'  "*"  ^^ 
thereto.  The  chanc^  1-  *^".P*;  *""""«*  «"dent 
grew  in  some  3™^^  '"  m'**"'  and-Carette 
that,  where«  I  had  XaJ'?!"^  ^'i""  ^  '^'^-  ^o 
in  all  things,  even  when  rw^'^K  undisputed  leader 
her  wishes'^owTfl'd  my^^  'l.^'^^l'^'^''^  "' 
something  above  me  oossiWv  L  i  *  "P  *°  ''"^  *« 
certainly  to  strive  af'terS'li&  "'^•.^°'««thing 

whaWor'grLted  jTaZTn  *^!f''^  ^hingf  some- 
course,  tofellmeso  and  sh/  '^  "°*  '^'  '"  '^"^ 
and  understooThe;  kind  Lr  M"^  ''*'*^'*  ^°">^» 
ever  was  bom.  Now  taS  ^h  '"  f^^  "^  '^' 
always,  and  under  ^nl^  ""^^  ^°'  granted  is 
especially  where  the  unkL'"'""''*^"""^'  ^"*  «»«* 
unwise  thing  to  do     a„h      .'V"  ''"''"°"'  *  ""^t 

n^^^r^-the^rkX  - 

CaleS'  ST/.;'^-fnr°  -^^^^  ^than 
It  is  true  I  had  nev^r^.  unfavourable  comparison, 
worth  thinking  aS     rZ  """''  T^  «''^  ^°  *«" 

^SLSs?2^£f?^-5^:hXn:; 

never  been  aWe  to  find  t^     '"""'  ''^^'^"S'^d  ^"d 

with  me  throuS,  the^l      "f  Z^^  ""^'-these  went 

^      nrough  the  soft  seductions  of  the  Antilles. 
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and  the  more  experienced  beguilements  of  the  Medi- 
terranean, and  armed  me  sufficiently  against  them 
all;— these  also  that  filled  with  rosy  light  man"  a 
long  hour  that  for  my  comrades  was  dark  and  tedious, 
and  kept  my  heart  high  and  strong  when  the  times 
were  hard  and  bitter. 

I  had  wondered  at  times,  but  always  pleasurably, 
at  the  very  unusual  amount  of  education  Carette  was 
getting,  for  it  was  unusual  at  that  time  and  under 
the  circumstances,  so  far  as  I  understood  them.  But 
I  rejoiced  at  it,  remembering  my  grandfather's  saying 
in  my  own  case;  and  even  when  the  results  of  it 
seemed  to  drop  little  veils  between  us,  I  am  certain  I 
never  wished  things  otherwise  so  far  as  Carette  was 
concerned,  though  perhaps  for  my  own  sake  I  might. 

Jean  Le  Marchant  of  Brecqhou  had  prospered  in 
his  business,  I  knew.  His  six  stalwart  sons  had  been 
too  busy  contributing  to  that  prosperity  to  acquire 
any  great  book-learning.  They  we-e  all  excellent 
sailors,  bold  free-traders,  and  somewhat  overbearing 
to  their  fellows.  It  was  only  slowly  that  the  idea 
came  to  me  tliat  the  blood  that  was  in  them  might 
be  of  a  different  shade  and  kind  from  that  which 
flowed  sc  temperately  in  our  cool  Sercq  veins. 

It  was  much  thinking  of  Carette  and  her  ever- 
growing beauty  and  accomplishments  which  broi^ht 
me  to  that.  Truly  there  was  no  girt  in  all  Sercq  like 
her,  nor  on  Guernsey  I  would  wager,  and  her  father 
and  brothers  also  were  very  different  from  the  other 
Island  men.  As  likely  as  not  they  were  French,  come 
over  to  escape  the  troubles.  That  would  account  for 
many  things,  and  the  idea,  once  in  my  mind,  took  firm 
root  there.  Sometime,  when  opportunity  offered,  I 
would  ask  Jeanne  Falla.    She  would  certainly  know 
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.urroundings.  an7"  ^^hf  X 1'/":"  r  ""^ 
this  that  my  thoughts  went  7^  ""'^^"'hfrefore  of 
Carette  grew  out  of  her  J,t  a'  ^'"'^  "'•  ^°'  « 
beyond  Se.  and  it  ihove?"""  I"*'  ''''  '"'«''*  «^°- 
had  grown  to  be  a  plrt  of  n,  i  f  '**J°  "•  '°^  "^e 
her  would  be  a  poo'r  ^Sg^i'"**'  ^"''  '«'«'  -'"<>"' 

in  t"y  htrt  TurLtfhi  T  *''>"'  ^^  -^  "ver 
West  Indies.  whTn%hehe"i'rKf''*-^^*'=''«^  *"  »he 
cessantly  all' round  he  hori  o'^^T^  «^«^™«d  in- 
to sleep  even  when  off  duTv  ^  ^^/^  '*  ""•'  '°«  f'"* 
watd,es  round  abouf  Ntjoi'd""Xhf  1""" 

^-.tUlmy^XV---^^^^^^^^^ 


CHAPTER  XII 

HOW  AUNT  JEANNE  GAVE  A  PARTY 

It  \\as  on  my  return  from  my  fourth  voyage— in 
the  brig  5arn»a— that  things  began  to  happen. 

The  voyage  had  been  a  disastrous  one  all  through. 
We  had  bad  weather  right  across  to  the  Indies,  and 
had  to  patch  up  there  as  best  we  could.  It  was 
when  we  were  slowly  making  our  way  north  that 
a  hurricane,  such  as  those  seas  know,  caught  us  among 
the  Bahamas  and  brought  us  to  a  sudden  end. 

The  ship  had  been  badly  strained  already  on  the 
voyage  out,  and  the  repairs  had  been  none  too  well 
done.  Our  masts  went  like  carrots  and  we  were 
rolling  helplessly  in  the  grip  of  the  storm,  pumping 
doggedly  but  without  hope  against  seams  that 
gaped  like  a  sieve,  when  the  Providence  that  rules 
even  hurricanes  flung  us  high  on  a  sandy  coast  and 
left  us  there  to  help  ourselves. 

Of  our  blind  wanderings  in  that  gruesome  land 
of  swamps  and  sand,  which,  when  we  at  last  escaped 
from  it,  we  learned  was  Florida,  I  must  not  write 
here.  It  was  months  before  such  of  us  as  were  left 
crawled  through  into  civilisation,  and  it  is  not  too 
much  to  say  that  every  day  of  the  time  after  we 
parted  from  the  wreck  we  carried  our  lives  in  our 
hands.    It  was  sixteen  months  almost  to  a  day  before 
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I  set  foot  once  more  on  Peter  Port  quay.  For  be^^ar, 
cannot  be  choosers,  and  for  the  very  clothes  we  S 
m  we  were  indebted  to  the  kind^ear^    X  t^k 

fo  wait"  aT  "  '''  ''"^"'="*  ^*^*--  We  h^.  3 
to  wait  at  every  point  till  means  o  fcrwardint  as 
could  be  found,  and  wo  were  welcome,;  n  P.^.  ort 
as  men  returned  from  the  dead.  Within  two  houS 
aboTep'TTf T  "P  ^''^''"Sh  the  ferns  aid  Jors" 

.n^  P^'^tu  *'""°"^''   ^^^  ^^'"'Jow  before  going  in 

b  ?yT  tt  i:Sh  ^ih^t^-T  r ""'  -*^"^ 

J'  at  me  nearth.  She  turned  when  I  enterpd 
supposing  It  was  my  grandfather  and  Krok  and  then 
with  a  cry  she  was  on  my  neck. 

Ah  how  good  it  was  to  feel  her  there  and  to 
find  her  unbroken  by  all  the  terrible  wSfng'  She 
had  hoped  and  hoped,  and  refused  to  give  up  hoi. 
long  after  the   others  had   done  so.     She   told  me^ 

h^dTlt  tTa?\'"^  *r"'  *'^^*  ^'^"^  ^-^  I  -nt  The 

time     •■But"    H^'-r^'^'y  ''""  ™^  f°^  the  last 
ume.        But,     she  said  quietly,  "  I  left  vou  in  tt,» 

fafwS''^  'r^'  ,r  '  ''^'''-'^  t^a"  Cever  i 
was  with  you  It  would  be  well." 

Then    rny   grandfather   and    Krok   came    in     and 
be'  rS  ^^t/^-^    -•>'    f^--%.    "Now    God 

;■;  wrfrfti^"*  °^  ^^^  ^-^  ^^^^  ^^^ 

ns°aTd"!rf  ^  *°'^.'^''"  '*>°^'y  ^'^^t  had  befaUen 
us,  and  I  had  so  much  to  tell,  and  they  so  much  to 

"f  us  had    "kIT  °'  "^  ^"PP^-^  °-r  weU   yTnon: 
■  f  us  had  probably  ever  enjoyed  a  supper  like  it. 
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.c^n  i  A™.  ^  *^  '"™«^  ^O"-  news,  and  began 
asking  about  this  one  and  that,  intending  so  to  come 
presently  to  Carette  without  baring  my  heart     Zt 

gave  me  full  measure. 

fnT  '!,'*°PP"'g  ^"h  her.  You  should  go  down 
and  give  them  a  surprise." 

if  lir"  !v'"i'^'*''  ^"'^  J""P«^  "P  at  °nce  to  see 
If,  among  the  thmgs  I  had  left  behind  when  I  went 
away  I  could  find  enough  to  rig  myself  out  suitably 
to  the  occasion.  -^ 

for^L"°*^''  ^^^  t  °^^  "'^^  ^'""^y  i^^t  finished 
S,.T'/  r^;i  T^"*  guernsey,  when  you  think  of  it. 
othlrc  K'i  '  ^°"^  °"  ^°'^'"S  at  it.  after  the 

others  had  given  me  up,  just  to  show  her  trust  in 
Providence,  and  her  dear  eyes  shone  when  she  saw 
T.t  j'u^^"^  ^'"^  "-^  grandfather,  whose  full 
stature  I  had  now  attained,  and  whose  contribution 
was  of  importance,  and  from  Krok,  who  wonld  have 
given  me  one  of  his  eyes  if  I  had  needed  it,  filled 
aU  my  requirements,  and  I  set  off  for  Beaumanoir 

thXr  °''°^'  ^^ ''''  ^  -"  -  --V  ^^  s-q 

And  oh,  the  sweetness  of  the  night  and  all  things 
in  It.  The  solemn  pulse  of  the  great  sea  in  Saut  de 
J  uan  ;  the  voices  of  many  waters  in  the  Gouliot  Pass  ■ 
the  great  dusky  cushions  of  gorse  studded  with  blooms 

„  thi  .:  Ti"*'  ""'^''  '""^  '»°°"--  the  mingling 
m  the  sof  salt  air  of  the  scent  of  hedge-roses  and 
honeysuckle,  of  dewy,  trodden  grass  and  the  sweet 
breath  of  cows~ay,  even   the  smeU  of  the  pigsties 

tr/'^p*''"*/^'^''  "°^  '^'Shtily  refreshing^af te 
the  dark  Everglades  of  Florida. 
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Aunt  Jeanne's  hospitable  door  stood  wide.    She 
kept  open  house  that  night,  for  the  old  observances 

,^tn  hf  V.  K  ^^'  T'-y°™e  heart.  I  walked  right 
into  her  kitchen,  and  she  met  me  with  a  cry  of  amL- 
ment  and  delight,  and  every  wrinkle  in  the  weather- 
browned  face  creased  into  a  smile 

cried^"'v^^^'  """^  e^"-^'  I«  it  possible?"  she 
Th!,  I,  «  T.  '"^^^°"'^  ^^  °"^  from  the  dead. 
Though,  ma  U  I  hoped  all  along,  as  your  mother  did. 
And  my  good  !  what  a  big  feUow  it  is !  And  not 
bad-looking  either !  I  used  to  think  you'd  grow  up 
«iuare.  You  were  the  squarest  boy  I  ever  saw 
BuWoreign  parts  have  drawn  you  out  like  a  ship's 

She  was  dragging  me  by  the  hand  aU  the  time,  and 
now  halted  me  m  front  of  the  great  square  fern-bed 
m  the  corner  between  the  window  and  the  hearth,  and 
stood  looking  up  into  my  face  with  the  air  of  an  artist 
awaiting  approval  of  her  latest  masterpiece.  A  dear 
old  face,  sharp-featured,  clever,  all  alive  with  the 
bnghtness  of  that  which  was  in  her.  and  with  two 
bright  dark  eyes  sparkling  like  a  robin's  under  the 
black  sdk  sun-bonnet  which  the  gossips  said  she  wore 
aay  and  night. 

I  knew  she  looked  just  all  that,  but  no  eyes  or  thought 
haH  I  for  Aunt  Jeanne  or  anyone  else  just  then 

For  here  m  front  of  me  was  the  great  green  fern-bed 
green  no  longer  but  transformed  into  a  radiant  shrine 
Tn  Sr-  ^T  ^'v*. '°°«  "  ^^^'  ^d  °°t  much  less 
L  T-r  'K^^'^  °^'''°  ^'^^^  ^°^«  s°'ne  two  feet 
from  the  floor.  It  was  heaped  indeed  with  the  bronze- 
green  fronds  and  russet-gold  stalks  of  fresh-cut  bracken 
but  this  was  only  the  ordinary  workaday  fomidationi 
and  was  ahnost  hidden  beneath  a  coverlet  of  roses-^ 


104 


CARETTE  OF  SARK 


I      i 


li 


i  Is 
I  'i 


:<  1 1 

i\ 
i 


If 


ill 


roses  of  eveo;  hue  from  damask-red  to  saffron-yeUow 
and  purest  white,  heaped  and  strewn  in  richest  proSn 
^1.  .?/  t  '■°°'",  "^'^  P"'"-"^-    F^°™  somewhere 

f,?rhc,.  1  P'r*^  honeysuckle  and  branches  of  tree 
fuchsia  hung  down  to  the  sides  of  the  couch  and  formed 
a  canopy,  the  most  beautiful  one  could  imagine.  For 
the  flowers  of  the  honeysuckle  looked  like  tiny  baby- 
fingers  reachmg  down  for  something  below  and  the 
red  and  purple  fuchsias  looked  like  a  rlin  of  falling^tare 

tJ^T  ''  t  '""l  «"^^"  °'  '""^  «-^>^  dried  Si 
m  white,  her  unbound  hair  rippling  about  her  like  a 
dark  sunset  cloud.  tiU  it  lost  itself  Long  the  creamy 
"owTof  aU        ''''''  below.-Carette,  ^he  loveliTs^ 
She  had  shaken  her  hair  over  her  face  to  veil  her 
modesty  at  the  veiy  outspoken  admiration  of  s^meo 
the  earner  comers,  but  I  caught  the  sparkle  ofher 
dark  eyes  as  she  looked  up  at  me  through  the  silken 
Thfw  '  ""-^  *!!«.^-^-t  slim  figure  set  the  flolery  c^opv 
shaking  with  Its  restrained  eagerness.    And  myS 
jumped  ^vithin  me  at  the  lovely  sight 
Disregardful  of  custom,  I  was  stooping  to  sneak  to 

i^atifiTir  ^""^J-"-  <l-6ged  m'e  fway  S  a 
gratified  laugh,  and  a  quick  "  Nenni,  nenni !  She  mav 
not  speak  till  the  time  comes,  or  dear  knows  what^U 
happen  to  us  !  Come  away,  mon  gars,  and  teU  me 
where  you  have  been  and  what  you  have'be"n  doHig  " 
and  she  sat  me  down  in  a  comer  at  the  far  end  of  the  V-^ 
dresser,  and  herself  beside  me  so  that  I  should  not  g^ 
away,  and  made  me  talk,  but  I  could  not  take  my  eS 
for  a  moment  off  the  slim  white  figure  on  the  radiant  bed 

A  most  delightful  place  at  aU  times  was  that  great 
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and  end.  ,t  h»iteri."''.L''Z  "^  "■' °r  """^ 

figure  on  the  green  h.T^  ^f  °™^®^  *°  **"=  ^"^n* 
wdcome  home  fsThey  t^'f  J^^^  ™^  ^°'^t-°- 
greeting  fro.  the  mSL^oHhe  hour  ^  ^  ""^'^  °^ 

room.    And  all  were  in  th.  !   /'''  P'°I^'^  '"  the 

Si's- 1  liS-."'?Sw-r5:; 

-'s^fSSdS^r-s 

and  fears  of  what  the  day  might  bring        "  ""*'  ''°'^' 
And  who  is  this,  Jeanne  Falla  ?  "  t  ,  1,  j 
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before  the  green-bed,  gazing  at  Carette,  that  there 
sprang  up  in  me  a  sudden  desire  to  take  him  by  the 
neck  and  drag  him  away,  or,  better  still,  to  hurl  him 
through  the  open  door  into  outer  darkness. 

"  Tiens  !  "  said  Aunt  Jeanne  softly,  "  it  is  the 
young  Torode " 

"  Torode  ?    I  do  not  know  him.    Who  is  he  ?  " 

"  C'est  5a.  It  is  since  you  left.  His  father  has 
settled  hunself  on  Herm.  He  is  a  great  man  in  these 
parts  nowadays.    They  do  say " 

"  They  do  say ?  "  I  asked,  as  she  stopped  short. 

"  Bon  dou  I  They  say  many  strange  things  about 
M.  Torode.  But  you  know  how  folks  talk,"  she 
murmured. 

"And  v>,at  kind  of  things  do  they  say  Aunt 
Jeanne  ?  " 

"Oh,  all  kinds  of  things.  He's  making  a  fine 
streak  of  fat " 

"  So  much  the  better  for  him." 

"  Maybe  !  But,  mon  dou,  when  a  man  gets  along 
too  quickly,  the  others  will  talk,  you  know.  They  say 
he  has  the  devil's  own  luck  in  all  he  undertakes.  He 
has  three  of  the  fastest  chasse-mar6es  in  the  Islands, 
and  they  say  he's  never  lost  a  cargo  yet.  And 
they  say  he  has  dealings  with  the  devil  and  Bonaparte 
and  all  the  big  merchants  in  Havre  and  Cherbourg. 
But  of  late  he's  gone  in  for  privateering,  and  the 
streak's  growing  a  fat  one,  I  can  tell  you.  He's  got 
the  finest  schooner  in  these  waters,  and,  ma  U,  broth 
and  soup  are  both  alike  to  him,  I  trow  !  Oh  yes,  he 
can  see  through  a  fog,  can  Monsieur  Torode." 

"  And  what  does  Peter  Port  say  to  it  all  ?  " 

"  Pergui !  Peter  Port  didn't  like  having  its  bread 
taken  out  of  its  mouth,— not  that  it's  bread  contents 
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Monsieur   Torode.  not   by  a   very  long  way.    Fine 

aU  at  home  there.  But  he's  too  big  and  bold  a  man 
to  mterfere  with.  He  pays  for  the  island,  they  Tay 
l^i    !*^         ^u""  *°°-    ^"^^  "^y  he's  a  wealthy 

!K  "T^^  ^''  *^'"**  *°  ^"°""t.   For  myself " 

and  the  black  sun-bonnet  nodded  knowingly. 

»„H  f  r,*  ^^'^  ^°'  ^^  overmuch,  Aunt  Jeanne  ?  " 
and  I  felt  unreasonably  glad  that  it  was  so. 

uncw  .  l''^  "^''^'"  '^*  "y^  °°  **>«  ™an  and  never 
wish  to!  But  such  luck  is  not  too  natural  you 
understand^   The  devil's  flour  has  a  way  of  Snring 

fhp  Ikk  *      *  '°'"^'  ^'^^  *h*  fl°°'l  S<^  °«t  with 

the  ebb  sometimes." 

;■  AU  the  same  you  invite  the  young  one  here." 
The  door  of  Beaumanoir  is  wide  to-night    and 
everyone  who  chooses  to  come  is  welcome.    Though 

tha7S  '"^  """^  "^'*  ^"""^  ^^«  "--^^  welcome 
wtf  •  ■  :,  ^"■'"'^^°"  ^"*^  Herm  have  dealings 

together,  you  understand,"  she  murmured  presently 

B^i^i    1  ,!^i'  y°""Kster  finds  himself  here- 

fnH  f,;  ^^  '^  •'""•  ^"  "''I  ""^^  i^  '""ch  away 
and   the  young  one   does   his   business  hereabouts. 

iTnf  V^  ^'1  ^^  P"*'  °"  '  0°^  w°"ld  think  the 
Mand    belonged    to  him,  and   he    hasn't    had  the 

myLlf— °^^  ^^  ^""^  '^'y'  ^°  *°  "«  y«t.    For 

"  For  yourself.  Aunt  Jeanne  ?  " 
aZ,^r^^'^T.'^^^■   ^  *^°'^"-    "On«  likes  one's 
TlittSd^wnTant'"  ^"^  ^  ^^^^  "''^  ''^^^^ 

to  me  that  the  men  received  him  somewhat  coldly. 
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Then  some  remark  among  them  directed  his  attention 
to  Jeanne  Falla  and  myself  in  the  comer  behind  the 
dresser,  and  he  came  over  at  once. 

"  Pardon,  Mistress  Falla  I  "  he  said,— I  think  I 
have  said  before  that  Aunt  Jeanne  was  more  generally 
called  by  her  maiden  name  of  Falla  than  by  her 
married  one  of  Le  Marchant,  and  she  preferred  it 
so, — "  I  was  wondering  where  you  were.  You  have 
given  us  a  most  charming  surprise,"— with  a  nod 
towards  the  flower-decked  green-bed.  "  But  why  is 
the  goddess  condemned  to  silence  ?  " 

"Because  it's  the  rule.  And,  ma  U,  it  is  good 
for  a  girl's  tongue  to  be  tied  at  times."  Then,  in 
answer  to  the  enquiring  looks  he  was  casting  at  me, 
she  said,  "  This  is  Phil  Carr^  of  Belfontaine,  whom 
some  folks  thought  dead.  But  I  never  did,  and  he's 
come  back  to  show  I  was  right.  This  is  M.  Bemel 
Torode  of  Herm,  Phil,  mon  gars." 

And  young  Torode  and  I  looked  into  one  another's 
eyes  and  knew  that  we  were  not  to  be  friends.  What 
he  saw  amiss  in  me  I  do  not  know,  but  to  me  there 
was  about  him  something  overmasterful  which  roused 
m  me  a  keen  desire  to  master  it,  or  thwart  it. 

"  You  are  but  just  home,  then,  M.  Carr6  ?  "  he 
asked. 
"  This  evening." 

"  From ?  " 

"  From  Florida  last  by  way  of  New  York.' 
"  Ah  !    Many  ships  about  ?  " 
"  Not  many  but  our  own." 

"There  will  be  no  bones  left  to  pick  soon,"  he 
laughed,  "  and  the  appetite  grows.  And  what  with 
the  preventive  men  and  their  new  powere  it  will  soon 
be  difficult  to  pick  up  an  honest  living." 
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Torode  manages  it  one 


"  From   all   accounts 
way  or  another,"  I  said. 

"  All  the  !  ame  it  gets  more  difficult.  It's  a  case  ol 
too  many  pots  and  not  enough  lobsters." 

And  then  Jeanne  Falla,  who  had  gom  across  to  the 
others,  suddenly  clapped  her  hands,  and  Nicholas 
Grut's  hungry  bow  dashed  into  a  quick  step  that  set 
feet  dancing  in  spite  of  themselves. 

And  Carette  sprang  up  from  her  seat  and  stepped 
out  of  her  bower,  and  her  face,  radiant  at  her  release, 
had  in  it  all  the  loveliness  of  all  the  flowers  from  among 
which  she  came.  The  roses  clung  to  her  white  gown  as 
though  loth  to  let  her  go,  and  strewed  the  ground  as  she 
passed,  and  no  man's  heart  but  must  have  jumped 
the  quicker  at  sight  of  her  coming  towards  him  with 
welcomes  in  her  eyes  and  hands. 

She  came  straight  across  to  us,  and  the  otner  girls 
watched  eagerly  to  see  which  of  us  she  would  speak 
to  first— for  Midsummer  Eve  is  as  full  of  signs  and 
omens  as  Aunt  Jeanne's  gache  of  currants. 

She  gave  a  hand  to  each  of  us,  the  left  to  me  and 
the  right  to  young  Torode,  and  the  left  is  nearer  the 
heart,  said  I  to  myself. 

"  Phil,  mon  cher,"  she  cried  joyously.  "  It  is  good 
to  see  you  alive  and  home  again.  And  some  fooUsh 
ones  said  you  were  gone  for  good!    And  you  are 

bigger  and  browner  than  ever "  and  she  held  me  off 

at  arm's  length  for  inspection.    "  And  when  did  you 
arrive  ?  " 

"  I  reached  home  just  in  time  for  supper." 

"  Ah,  how  glad  your  mother  would  be  !  She  and 
Aunt  Jeanne  and  I  were  the  only  ones  who  hoped  still. 
I  do  believe." 

"  May  I  beg  the  first  dance,  mademoiselle  ?  "  broke 
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in  young  Torode,  for  the  couples  were  whirling  past 
us  and  he  had  waited  impatiently  whUe  we  talked 

I  must  go  and  tie  up  my  hair  first.  It  lor'-s  like  a 
tangle  of  vraic."  she  laughed,  ana  slipped  away  by 
the  sides  of  the  room  and  disappeared  through  'the 
doorway  And  young  Torode  immediately  tcwk  up 
his  post  there  to  claim  his  dance  as  soon  as  she  returned. 
I  was  vexed  with  myself  for  giving  him  first  chance. 
But  truly  my  thoughts  had  not  been  on  the  dancing, 
but  only  on  Carette  herself,  and  I  w  juld  have  been  con- 
tent to  look  at  her  and  listen  to  her  all  the  evening 
without  a  thought  of  anything  more. 

Young  Torode's  visible  intention  of  keeping  to 
himself  as  much  of  her  company  as  possible  put  me 
on  my  mettle,  however,  and  when  he  dropped  her  into 
a  seat  after  that  dance.  I  immediately  claimed  the 
next. 

I  could  dance  as  well,  I  think,  a.  ;:ny  man  in  Sercq 
at  that  time,  but  I  felt  myself  but  a  clumsy  sailorman 
after  watchmg  young  Torode.  For  his  easy  grace  and 
confidence  put  us  aU  into  the  shade,  and  did  not,  I  am 
afraid,  tend  to  goodwill  and  feUowship  on  our  part 

The  other  men,  I  noticed,  had  but  little  to  say  to  him 
or  he  to  them.  He  danced  now  and  then  with  one  or 
other  of  the  girls,  and  they  seemed  to  regard  it  more 
as  an  honourable  experience  than  as  matter  of  great 
enjoyment.  And  the  man  with  whose  special  belle- 
amie  he  was  dancing  would  sit  and  eye  the  pair 
gloomily  the  while,  and  remain  silent  and  sulky  for  a 
time  afterwards.  j'   "'  ■» 

But,  except  for  such  little  matters  as  that,  we  had  a 
nght  merry  time  of  it.  Aunt  Jeanne  saw  to  that  as 
energeticaUy  as  though  the  hospitality  of  Beaumanoir 
had  had  doubts  cast  upon  it.  a  thing  that  never  could 
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have  happened.  But  Aunt  Jeanne  was  energetic  in 
au  things,  and  this  was  her  own  special  yearly  feast 
And,  ma  U.  one  may  surely  do  what  one  likes  with 
one  s  own,  and  though  one  cannot  recover  one's  youth 
one  can  at  all  events  live  young  again  with  those  who 
are  young. 

The  lively  spirits  of  the  younger  folk  worked  so  upon 
their  elders,  that  Uncle  Henry  Vaudin,  who  was 
seventy  if  he  was  a  day,  actually  caught  hold  of  Aunt 
Jeanne  as  she  was  flitting  to  and  fro,  and  tried  to 
dance  her  into  the  whirling  circle.  But  the  result  was 
only  many  collisions  and  much  laughter,  as  the 
youngsters   nearly   galloped   over   them,    and   Aunt 

♦■?f *r/i"^  •*"  P"'"^'  ''°°<*  •"  *•>«  •^enfe  laughing, 
till  that  dance  was  over. 

Then  she  immediately  chaUenged  him  to  the  hat 
dance  as  being  less  trying  to  the  legs  and  requiring 
more  bram,  and  calling  on  Carette  to  make  their  third 
they  danced  between  three  caps  laid  on  the  floor,  in  a 
way  that  earned  a  storm  of  applause. 

Then  two  of  the  men  danced  the  broom  dance- 
each  holding  one  end  of  the  broom  and  passing  it 
neatly  under  their  arms,  and  over  their  heads,  and 
under  their  legs,  as  they  danced  in  quick  step  to  the 
music.  K         ic 

And,  in  the  intervals  of  such  hard  work,  we  ate— 
cold  meats,  cunningly  cooked,  and  of  excellent  quality 
because  Aunt  Jeanne  had  bred  them  herself ;  and  the 
best  made  bread  and  the  sweetest  butter  in  Sercq 
and  heaps  of  spicy  gache,  aU  of  Aunt  Jeanne's  own 
makmg.  And  we  drank  cider  of  Aunt  Jeanne's  own 
pressing,  and  equal  to  anything  you  could  get  in 
Ouernsey.  And  now  and  again  the  men-folk  smoked 
in  the  doorway,  and  if  the  very  exceUent  tobacco  she 
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provided  for  them  was  not  of  her  own  growing,  it  wa» 
only  because  she  had  not  so  far  undertalcen  its  culti- 
vation,  and  because  tobacco  could  be  got  very  cheap 
when  you  knew  how  to  get  it. 

And  then  we  danced  again  till  the  walls  spun  round 
quicker  than  ourselves,  and  even  Uncle  Nicos  seasoned 
arms  began  to  feel  the  strain.  And  still—"  Faster  1 
Faster !  "  cried  the  men,  and  the  girls  would  not  be 
beaten.  And  the  ropes  of  flowers  above  the  green-bed 
swung  as  though  in  a  summer  gale,  and  the  roses 
leaped  out  and  joined  in  the  dance,  tiU  the  smeU  of 
them,  as  they  were  trampled  by  the  flying  feet,  filled 
all  the  room. 

Then,  while  we  lay  spent  and  panting,  the  men 
mopping  themselves  with  their  kerchiefs,  and  the 
girls  fanning  themselves  with  theirs,  Aunt  Jeanne 
who  had  had  time  to  recover  from  her  unwonted 
exertions  with  Uncle  Henry  Vaudin,  recited  some 
of  the  old-time  poems,  of  which  she  managed  to  carry 
a  string  in  her  head  in  addition  to  all  the  other  odds 
and  ends  which  it  contained. 

She  gave  us  "  V  R'tou  du  Terre-Neuvi  oprfis  san 
Prumi  Viage  " —  , 

"  Mais  en  es-tu  bain  sen,  ma  fille? 
Not'  Jean  est-i  don  bain  r'v'nu  ? 
Tu  di3  qu6  nou  I'a  veu  en  ville, 
I  m'Atonn"  qu'i  n'sait  dijk  v'nu" 

eighteen  long  verses,  full  of  tender  little  touches 
telling  of  the  hysterical  upsetting  in  the  mother's 
heart  at  the  safe  return  of  her  boy  from  the  perils 
of  the  sea. 

And  to  me,  who  had  just  seen  it  all  in  my  own 
mother's  heart,  it  struck  right  home,  and  came  near 
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to  making  me  foolish  in  the  matter  of  wet  eyes.  And 
besides.  Aunt  Jeanne  would  keep  looking  ut  me,  as 
she  reeled  it  off  in  her  sharp  little  voice,  which  was 
softer  than  I  had  ever  heard  it  before,  and  that  made 
Carette  and  all  the  other  girls  look  at  me  also,  till  I 
was  glad  when  she  was  done,  I  was  getting  so  un- 
comfortable. 

Then,  when  at  last  the  poor  sailor-boy  in  the  story 
was  so  full  that  he  could  not  take  another  bite— not 
even  a  bite  of  pancake  on  which  his  mother  in  her 
upsetting  had  sprinkled  salt  instead  of  sugar— that 
poem  came  to  an  end,  and  by  way  of  a  change  Aunt 
Jeanne  plunged  headlong  into — 

"  Ma  Xante  est  une  m^uagdre 
Coum  je  cr6  qu'i  gn'y'en  k  pouit  "— 

hitting  off  in  another  twenty  long  verses  the  strong 
and  wcdk  points  of  an  old  and  very  managing 
Auntie,  not  unlike  herself  in  her  good  points,  and 
very  unlike  her  in  her  bad  ones.  And  we  joyfully 
pointed  them  all  back  at  the  managing  Auntie  in 
front  of  us.  good  and  bad  points  alike,  and  laughed 
ourselves  almost  black  in  the  face  at  the  most  telling 
strokes;  aU  except  young  Torode,  who  laughed, 
mdeed,  but  not  heartily  like  the  rest,— rather  as 
though  he  thought  us  an  uncommonly  childish  set 
of  people  for  our  ages.  And  so  we  were  that  night, 
and  enjoyed  ourselves  mightily. 

Then  young  Torode  sang  "  Jean  Grain  d'orge."  in  a 
fine  big  voice,  and  Carette  sang  "  Nico  v'nait  m'  faire 
I'amour,"  in  a  very  sweet  one,  and  I  was  sorely  troubled 
that  I  had  never  learned  to  sing. 

Tlien  to  dancing  again,  and  it  was  only  then,  as 
I   leaned   against    the    door-post    watching   Carette 
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go  round  and  round  with  young  Torode,  in  a  way 
that  I  could  not  help  but  feel  was  smoother  and  neater 
than  when  my  ann  was  round  her,  that  a  chance  word 
between  two  girls  sitting  near  me  startled  me  into  the 
knowledge  that  I  had  been  guilty  of  another  foolishness, 
and  had  overlooked  another  most  important  matter 
that  night.  You  see,  I  had  been  in  a  flutter  ever  since 
I  reached  home,  and  one  cannot  think  of  everything. 
"  Oh,  Father  Guille  has  promised  him  his  horse, 

and  so "  said  the  girl,  between  giggles  and  whispers, 

and  it  hit  me  like  a  stone  to  think  how  stupid  I  had 
been.  And  after  a  moment's  thought  I  slipped  away 
and  ran  quickly  down  the  lane  to  La  Vauroque, 
calling  myself  all  manner  of  names  through  my  teeth, 
and  thumped  lustily  on  George  Hamon's  door. 

He  was  in  bed  and  fast  asleep,  and  it  took  much 

thumping  before  I  heard  a  sleepy  growl  in  the  upper 

room,  and  at  last  the  window  rattled  open  and  Uncle 

George's  towsled  head  came  out  with  a  rough — 

"  Eh   b'en,    below   there  ?    What's   afire  ?    Can't 

you  let  a  man " 

"  It's  me.  Uncle  George— Phil  Carr6.    I'm  sorry " 

"  Phil !  .  .  .  Bon  dou  !  Phil  come  back  alive !  "  in 
a  tone  of  very  great  surprise.  And  then  very  sternly — 
"  Tiens  done,  you  down  there  !  You're  not  a  ghost, 
are  you  ?  " 

"  Not  a  bit  of  a  ghost.  Uncle  George.  I  got  home 
this  evening.  I'm  up  at  Jeanne  Falla's  party  at 
Beaumanoir,  and  I've  only  just  remembered  that  I 
haven't  got  a  horse  for  to-morrow." 

"  Aw,  then — a  horse  for  to-morrow  !  Yes — of 
course  !  "  and  he  began  to  gurgle  inside,  though  bits 
of  it  would  come  out—"  A  horse  !  Of  course  you 
want  a  horse  !    And  who ?  " 
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"Can  you  let  me  have  Black  Boy— if  you've  eot 
nun  yet  ?  "  ° 

*'  I'll  come  down,  mon  gars.  Wait  you  one  minute ;  " 
and  very  soon  the  door  opened,  and  he  dragged  me 
m,  gnppmg  my  hand  as  if  it  were  a  rudder  in  a  gale  so 
that  It  ached  for  an  hour  after.  ' 

"  And  you're  aU  safe  and  sound,  mon  gars  ? " 

"  As  safe  and  sound  as  Sercq,  Uncle  George.  Can 
you  let  me  have  Black  Boy  ?  " 

•11  u  ^T^' '  .  ?"*  "'*  *  ^^PPy  woman  your  mother 
wUl  be  this  night.    She  never  would  give  you  up  Phil 

It  s  just  wonderful " 

"  'Tis,  sure  !    Can  you  spare  me  Black  Boy  ?  " 
"  Aw  now,  my  dear,  but  I'm  sorry  !    You  see   I'd 
no  Idea  of  you  coming,  and  the  young  Torode  came 
a^ong  this  very  afternoon  and  begged  me  to  lend  him 

Black  Boy,  and  I  promised,  not  knowing But 

there's  Gray  Robin.    You  can  have  him.    He's  a 
bit  heavy,  maybe,  but  he's  safe  as  a  cart,  and  Black 
Boys  got  more  than  a  bit  of  the  devil  in  him  still. 
Will  you  be  crossing  the  Couple  ?  " 
"  I  suppose  so." 

"  WeU,  take  my  advice,  and  get  down  and  lead 
over.     It's   more    than    a    bit    crumbly   in    places. 
1  ve  made  young  Torode  promise  not  to  ride  Black 
Isoy  across." 
"  All  right !    When  can  I  have  Gray  Robin  '  " 
"  Now  if  you  like." 

"  I'll  be  back  at  four.    May  I  have  some  of  your 
roses.  Uncle  George  ?  "  ' 

'•  All  of  them,  if  you  like,  mon  gars.    Bon  dou,  but 
1  m  glad  to  see  you  home  again  !  " 
■'  I'd  like  a  few  to  trim  Robin  up  with." 
"  I'll  see  to  it.    It's  good  to  see  you  back,  Phil. 
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Your  mother  didn't  say  much,  but  she  was  sore  at 
heart.  /  know,  though  she  did  put  a  bold  face  on  it." 

"  I  know.  .  .  .  You  won't  mind  my  running  away 
now.  Uncle  George  ?    You  see " 

"  Aw,  I  know !  GaUop  away  back,  my  boy.  And 
—say,  Phil,  mon  gars.— don't  let  that  young  cub  from 
Herm  get  ahead  of  you.  He's  been  making  fine  play 
while  you've  been  away."  And  I  waved  my  hand 
and  sped  back  to  the  merrymaking. 
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CHAPTER  XIII 
HOW  WE  RODE  GRAY  ROBIN 

lane  from  La"iue  L^°''"^  ^^-1^  down  the 

suckle  all  asleep  and  L^^  °iu^  """^  ^°"^y- 
keeping  with  my  spiritr  whth  '^^'^'  "^^^  ^"  *" 

^Bjn  dou  done,  ;,„„  ,„  y„„  p,„^^^   _^^^ 
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I  hitched  the  bridle  over  the  gatepost,  and  lighted 
my  pipe,  and  stroUed  to  and  fro  with  my  hands  deep 
m  the  pockets  of  my  grandfather's  best  blue  pilot- 
doth  jacket,  for  there  was  a  chill  in  the  air  as  thoueh 
the  mght  must  die  outright  before  the  new  day  came 

Now,  sunrise  is  small  novelty  to  a  sailorman.  But 
there  is  a  mighty  difference  between  watching  it 
across  the  welter  of  tumbling  waves  from  the  sloppy 
deck  of  a  ship,  and  watching  it  from  the  top  of  the 
knoll  outside  Beaumanoir,  with  Carette  fa»*  asleep 
behmd  the  white  curtains  of  the  gray  stone  house 
there. 

Little  matter  that  it  might  be  hours  before  she  came 
—since  Jeanne  FaUa  knew  that  rest  was  as  necessary 
to  a  girt  as  food,  if  she  was  to  keep  her  health  and  good 
looks.  I  could  wait  all  day  for  Carette  if  needs  be 
and  Gray  Robin  was  akeady  fast  asleep  on  thre^ 
le^.  with  the  fourth  crooked  comfortably  beneath 

I  can  live  that  morning  over  again,  though  the  years 
nave  passed. 

...  All  the  west  was  dark  and  dim.  The  sea  was 
fte  colour  of  lead.  Brecqhou  was  a  long  Mack  shadow. 
Herm  and  Jethou  were  darker  spots  on  the  dimness 
t)eyond,  and  Guernsey  was  not  to  be  seen.  The  sky 
up  above  me  was  thin  and  vague.  But  away  in  the 
east  over  France,  behind  long  banks  of  soft  dark 
cloud.  It  was  thinner  and  rarer  still,  and  seemed  to 
throb  with  a  little  pulse  of  life.  And  behind  the  white 
curtams  m  the  gray  stone  house,  Carette  lay  sleeping. 

...  At  midnight  the  girls  had  melted  lead  in  an 
iron  spoon,  and  dropped  it  into  buckets  of  water 
amid  bubbles  of  laughter,  to  see  what  the  occupations 
of  their  future  husbands  would  be.    They  fished  out 
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the  Faults  with   eager  faces,  and  twisted  them  to 
suit  their  hopes.    Carette's  piece  came  out  a   "me- 
thing  which  Jeanne  Falla  at  once  pronounced  an 
anchor   but  which  young  Torode  said  wasTsword 
and  made  it  so  by  a  skilful  touch  of  the  finger 

like  'ail  thL?".i«'^  ^'1  \^  '**"•  ^  ^""^^  ^«P 
iiKe  au  things  else  except  the  sea.    And  the  sea  still 

lay  Ijke  lead  out  there,  but  I  began  to  catch  the  gleam 

be^ow  m  Havre  Gosselin  I  could  hear  <he  long  waves 
growlmg  among  the  rocks.  And  now  there  came  a 
star  m  the  air  Mke  the  waking  breaths  of  a  Sr 

d^letrxh'r'rS  «rK^"'jethou  thickened Tnd 
oarkened.  The  little  throb  of  life  behind  the  banks 
°l  <^°f^^nti,e  east  quickened  and  grew.  The^kv 
ttere  looked  thin  and  bright  and  empTy,  as  i   it  had 

c^e'"S  T  '"•'  ''''''^^  '°'  that'^^hich  was  to 
cT/'  ,UP,f'^^«  me  soft  little  gray  clouds  showed 
suddenly,  a^  touched  with  pink  on  their  easter^  s°Ies 
whde  the  sky  behind  them  warmed  with  a  faTnt  dm 
glow.  A  cock  in  the  Beaumanoir  yard  woke  sudd«S 
and  crowed,  and  the  challenge  was  answered  f^m 
at  tST^K  J«*""!,F^-'«  pigs  grunted  sleepUy 

cote  Ld  tttTK   ^'  P'^^°"^  ™'"^^«'l  '^  their 
cote,  and  the  birds  began  to  twitter  in  the  trees  about 

ctttrirysitetg'^^*"'^ '"'  ^'"^  '^-  ^^-• 

afte;  T^i^V'u^'l''^''  ^^^  ^''^  ''^^'"^  that  offered, 
alter  I  got  back  from  seeing  George  Hamon     We 

eve"  rr>f-  '"r"  '"  ^  'l-hle  quickstep  whSi  tid 
even  Uncle  Nico's  seasoned  arm. 

"  Carette,"  I  whispered  into  the  httle  pink  shell  of 
kissmg   ,t.      will  you   nde   with   me   to-morrow  ?  " 
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and  my  heart  went  faster  than  my  feet  and  set  me 
tumbhng  over  them.  For  Midsummer  Day  is  Riding 
Day  in  Sercq,  and  he  who  asks  a  maid  to  share  his 
horse  th.-t  day  is  understood  to  desire  her  company 
on  a  longer  journey  stiU,  and  her  consent  to  the  one 
IS  generaUy  taken  to  mean  that  she  agrees  to  the  other 
as  well.  So  my  litOe  question  held  a  mighty  meaning 
and  no  wonder  my  heart  went  quicker  than  my  feet 
and  set  me  stumbling  over  them  as  I  waited  for  her 
answer. 

"  Not  to-morrow.  Phil,"  she  whispered,  and  my 
heart  stood  still.  Then  it  went  on  its  way  like  a  wave 
out  of  the  west,  when  she  murmured,  "  It's  to-day  we 
ride,  not  to-morrow,"  meaning  that  we  had  danced 
the  night  out. 
•'  Then  you  will,  Carette  ?  You  will  ?  " 
*■  You're  late  in  the.day,  you  know,"  she  said,  teasing 
stiU,  as  maids  will  when  they  know  a  man's  heart  is 
under  their  feet. 

''  But  I  only  got  home  this  evening " 

•'  Monsieur  Torode  asked  me  hours  ago." 
"But  you  haven't  promised  him,  Carette  ?  "    and 
1  felt  as  though  aU  my  life  depended  on  her  answer 

I  said  I'd  see.    But " 

"  Then  you'U  come  with  me,  C-irette,"  and  I  felt 
like  kissing  her  there  before  them  all. 

"  ru  tell  you  what  I'U  do,  Phil.    I'U  go  with  one 
of  you  and  come  back  with  the  other." 

"  But— Carette  ! " 

"  You  should  not  have  left  it  so  late,  you  see  " 
And  with   that  I   had   to  be  content,  though   it 
was  not  at  all  to  my  mind,  since  I  had  looked  for 
more. 

...  The  eastern  sky  was  filled  to  overflowing  with 
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pure  thin  light.  The  edges  of  the  long  dark  banks  of 
cloud  that  lay  m  front  of  it  were  rimmed  with  crimson 
nre.  And  from  every  quarter  where  the  shadows 
lay  gray  clouds  streamed  up  to  greet  the  sun.  They 
crept  up  the  heavens,  slow  and  gray  and  heavy,  but 
as  they  clunbed  they  lightened.  They  changed  from 
gray  to  white.  Their  fronts  were  touched  with  the 
mmson  fire.  They  spread  wide  wings  and  set  me 
thmkmg  of  angels  worshipping,  and  aU  the  waiting 
clouds  below  threw  out  long  streamers  towards  thi 
day  hke  soft  white  arms  in  prayer.  And  behind  the 
white  curtams  there,  Carette  lay  sleeping. 

.  .  .  Gray  Robin  fell  suddenly  off  one  leg  on  to  the 
other  in  his  sleep,   and  woke  with  a  discontented 

*"«•  ■  .,  w^  '"  "^"""^  ^°^'n  the  seagulls  were 
caUing,  Miawk,  miawk,  miawk,  miawk,  miav-k — 
mmk,  mmk  mink,  mink.-kawk,  kawk,  kawk,  kawk, 
— keo,  keo,  keo,  keo,  keo." 

.  .  .The  sky  up  above  was  thin  and  blue.  The 
soft  white  clouds  were  like  a  mackerel's  back,  and 
every  scale  was  rimmed  with  red  gold.  The  east 
«^s  all  a-throb.  The  long  bands  of  cloud  were  silver 
above  and  glowing  gold  below.  The  sun  rose  in  a 
silence  that  seemed  to  me  wonderful.  If  all  the  world 
had  broken  out  into  the  song  that  filled  my  heart  it 
would  have  seemed  but  right.  Every  cloud  in  all  the 
Sky  seemed  to  bow  in  homage  before  him. 

I  had  seen  many  and  many  a  sunrise,  but  never 
before  one  like  this.  For  there,  behind  the  curtains. 
Carette  lay  sleeping.  And  I  was  waiting  for  her. 
And  It  was  Riding  Day,  and  she  was  going  to  ride 
with  me  on  Gray  Robin. 

And  gay  beyond  his  wont  or  knowledge  was  Gray 
Robm  that  day,  though  I  think  myself  he  had  his 
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own  suspicions  of  it  even  in  his  dreams.  For  when 
he  got  fuUy  awake,  and  took  to  looking  at  himself, 
and  found  out  by  degrees  how  very  fine  he  was,  he 
felt  shy  and  awkward,  and  shook  himself  so  vigorously 
that  bits  of  his  linery  fell  off.  For,  you  see.  Uncle 
George,  knowing  what  was  right  and  proper  under 
the  circumstances,  and  throwing  himself  into  the 
matter  because  it  was  for  me,  had  brought  all  his 
skill  into  play.  He  had  fished  out  a  length  of  old 
net  from  his  stores,  and  turned  it  to  great  account. 
He  had  draped  it  in  folds  over  Gray  Robin's  broad 
flanks,  and  brought  it  round  his  chest,  and  wherever 
the  threads  would  hold  a  stem  he  had  stuck  in  red 
and  white  and  yellow  roses,  and  had  tied  bunches  of 
them  at  his  ears  and.  along  his  bridle,  so  that  the 
steady  old  horse  looked  like  an  ancient  charger  in  his 
armour. 

And  as  I  watched  him  examining  into  all  these 
things  I  could  see  his  wonder  grow,  and  he  asked 
hmiS2lf  what,  in  the  name  of  Hay,  his  friends  and 
acquaintances  would  think  of  it  all  when  they  saw 
him,  and  he  snuffled  with  disgust. 

It  was  close  upon  six  o'clock  when  Gray  Robin 
pricked  up  his  ears  at  sound  of  hoofs  in  the  lane 
between  the  high  hedges,  and  young  Torode  rode 
up  on  Black  Boy.  He  drew  rein  sharply  at  sight  of 
me,  and  a  curse  jerked  out  of  him.  And  at  sight  of 
Gray  Robin  in  his  gay  trappings.  Black  Boy  danced 
on  his  hind  legs  and  pretended  to  be  frightened  out 
of  his  wits. 

Torode  brought  him  to  reason  with  a  violent  hand, 
and  flung  himself  off  with  a  bla      face. 

"  How  then,  Carr^  ?  "  he  broke  out.  "  Made- 
moiselle promised  to  ride  with  me  to-day." 
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"  And  with  me  also.  So  she  said  she  would  ride 
half  the  day  with  each  of  us." 

"  But,  nom-de-dieu,  what  is  the  good  of  that  ? 
There  is  no  sense  in  it." 

"  It  is  her  wish." 

He  flogged  a  gorse  bush  angrily  with  a  switch  he 
had  cut  for  Black  Boy's  benefit,  and  looked  more 
than  half  inclined  to  fling  himself  back  on  to  his  horse 
and  nde  away,  which  would  have  been  quite  to  my 
taste.  Black  Boy  watched  him  viciously,  with  white 
gleams  in  his  eyes,  and  winced  at  sound  of  the 
switch. 

But  before  Torode  had  made  up  his  mind,  Jeanne 
Falla's  sharp  voice  called  from  the  gate,  "  Now  then 
you  two,  the  coffee's  getting  cold.  Come  in  and  eat 
while  you  have  the  chance." 

Coffee  never  tastes  so  good  as  just  after  morning 
watch,  and  I  turned  in  at  once,  while  young  Torode 
proceeded  to  make  sure  that  Black  Boy  should  not 
make  off  while  he  was  inside. 

Aunt  Jeanne's  brown  old  face  creased  up  into 
something  like  a  very  large  wink  as  we  went  up  the 
path,  and  she  said  softly,  "  First  pig  in  trough  gets 
first  bite.  You'll  enjoy  a  cup  of  coffee  at  all  events, 
mon  gars.  Seems  to  me  there  are  two  Black  Boys 
out  there,  n'es  c'  pas  ?  " 

And  if  such  coffee  as  Jeanne  Falla  made,  with  milk 
warm  from  the  cow,  could  have  been  curdled  by  sour 
looks,  young  Torode  had  surely  not  found  his  cup  to 
his  liking. 

His  ill-humour  was  not  simply  ill-concealed,  it  was 
barely  kept  within  bounds,  and  was.  to  say  the  least 
of  It,  but  poor  return  for  Aunt  Jeanne's  double  hospi- 
tality.   But   Aunt   Jeanne,   far   from   resenting   it. 
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•Mined  actually  to  enjoy  the  sight,  and  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  I  believe  she  was  hoping  eagerly  that  Carette 
would  come  down  in  time  to  partake  of  it  also. 

She  chatted  gaily  about  her  party,  and  plumed 
herself  on  its  success. 

"  We  did  it  all  our  own  two  selves,  the  little  one 
and  I.  Nothing  like  washing  your  own  shirt,  if  you 
want  it  well  done,"  brimmed  she. 

"  It  couldn't  have  been  better.  Aunt  Jeanne.  And 
as  for  the  giche — it  was  simply  delicious." 

"  Crais  b'en  !  If  there's  one  thing  I  can  do,  it's 
make  g4che.  And  it's  not  all  finished  yet,"  and  she 
went  to  the  press  and  brought  out  a  cake  like  a  cart- 
wheel, and  cut  it  into  spokes. 

"  There  are  not  many  things  you  can't  do,  it  seems 
to  me,  Aunt  Jeanne,"  I  said.  "  That  cider  was  un- 
commonly good  too." 

"  Ma  U,  when  you've  learned  to  make  cider  for  the 
Guernsey  men  you  can  make  it  for  most  folks,  I  trow. 
.  .  .  It's  a  tired  man  you'll  be  to-night,  Phil,  mon 
gars.  We  were  just  turning  in,  the  little  one  and  I, 
when  we  heard  a  horse  snufile  outside,  and  nothing 
would  satisfy  her  but  she  must  up  and  peep  out  of 
the  window,  and  she  said,  '  Why,  there's  Phil  Carr« 
standing  on  the  knoll.  Mon  Gyu,  what  does  he  want 
there  at  this  time  of  day  ?  '  And  I  said, '  Come  away 
into  bed,  child,  and  don't  catch  your  death  of  cold. 
You're  half  asleep  and  dreaming.  There's  no  one  out 
there.'  '  Yes,  there  is,'  said  she,  *  and  it's  Phil  Carr^. 
I  know  his  shape.'  But  I  was  sleepy,  and  I  said, 
'  Well,  he'll  keep  till  morning  anyway,  and  if  you 
don't  get  some  sleep  you'll  look  Mke  a  boiled  owl, 
and  there'll  be  no  riding  for  you,  miss,  Phil  Carr6  or 
no  Phil  Carr^.'  "    All  of  which  was  gall  and  wormwood 
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to  young  Torode,  as  Jeanne  Falla  quite  well  knew 
and  intended. 

And  presently  Carette  came  down,  looking  like  a 
half-opened  rose  after  a  stormy  night,  and  with  just 
as  much  energy  in  her  as  might  be  expected  in  a  girl 
who  had  danced  miles  of  quicksteps  but  a  few  hours 
before,  and  at  a  pace  which  Uncle  Nico's  arm  had 
not  forgotten  yet. 

There  was  to  me  something  almost  sacred  in  the 
look  of  'ler  with  the  maiden  sleep  still  in  her  eyes, 
which  set  her  apart  from  us  and  above  us,  and  I  could 
have  sat  and  looked  at  her  for  a  long  time,  and  required 
no  more. 

She  was  all  in  white  again,  and  Aunt  Jeanne,  when 
she  had  given  her  coffee  and  a  slice  of  g&che,  and  had 
coaxed  her  to  eat,  slipped  out  into  the  garden,  and 
came  back  presently  with  an  apronful  of  red  roses, 
all  wet  with  dew,  and  proceeded  to  pin  them  round 
her  hat,  and  on  her  shoulder,  and  at  her  breast,  and 
in  her  waistband. 

"  Via !  "  said  the  dear  old  soul,  standing  off  and 
eyeing  her  handiwork  with  her  head  on  one  side,  like 
a  robin.  "  There's  not  another  in  the  Island  will  come 
within  a  mile  of  you,  ma  garche  !  "  and  it  was  easy  to 
see  the  love  that  lay  deep  in  the  sharp  old  eyes. 

We  had  hardly  spoken  a  word  since  Carette  came 
down,  beyond  wishing  her  good-day,  and  she  herself 
seemed  in  no  humour  for  talk.  And  for  myself,  I 
know  I  felt  very  common  clay  beside  her,  and  I  would, 
as  I  have  said,  been  well  content  simply  to  sit  and 
watch  her. 

Aunt  Jeanne  continued  to  talk  of  the  party,  a 
subject  that  would  not  fail  her  for  many  a  week  to 
come,  for  those  sharp  eyes  of  hers  saw  more  than 
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most  people's,  and  she  never  forgot  what  they  told 
her. 

It  was  only  when  Carette  had  finUhed  her  pretence 
of  eating,  and  it  was  time  to  be  starting,  that  young 
Torode  asked  politely,  "  With  whom  do  you  ride  first, 
mademoiselle, — since  we  are  two  ?  " 

And  Carette  said  sweetly,  "Since  Phil  was  here 
first  I  will  ride  first  with  him,  monsieur,  and  after- 
wards with  you." 

"  Do  you  cross  the  Coupte  ?  "  asked  Aunt  Jeanne 
anxiously. 

"  But,  of  course  !  "  said  Torode.  "  That  is  where 
the  fun  comes  in." 

"  Bon  Gyu,  but  that  kind  of  fun  does  not  please 
me  !  Some  of  you  will  find  yourselves  at  the  bottom 
some  day,  and  that  will  end  the  riding  in  Sercq." 

"  It's  safe  enough  if  you  have  a  firm  hand— that 
IS,  if  you  know  how  to  ride  at  all,"— a  shot  aimed  at 
me,  but  which  failed  to  wound. 

"  I  don't  like  it,"  said  Aunt  Jeanne  again,  with  a 
foreboding  shake  of  the  head  and  a  meaning  look  at 
me. 

"  Well,  we  won't  be  the  first  to  cross,"  I  said,  to 
satisfy  her.  "  We'U  see  how  the  others  get  on,  and 
no  harm  shall  come  to  Carette,  I  promise  you." 

Gray  Robin  was  dozing  again,  but  I  woke  him  up 
with  a  poke,  and  climbed  up  on  to  his  broad  back 
with  as  httle  damage  to  his  rose-armour  as  I  could 
manage,  and  Aunt  Jeanne  carried  out  a  chair,  so  that 
Carette  could  get  up  behind  me  without  disarrangine 
herself. 

And  a  happy  man  was  I  when  the  soft  arms  clasped 
me  firmly  round  the  waist,  although  I  knew  well 
enough  that  it  was  the  correct  thing  for  them  to  do. 
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and  that  there  was  nothing  more  in  it  than  a  strong 
desire  on  the  rear  rider's  part  not  to  fall  off.  But 
for  that  troublesome  young  Torode,  and  all  that  was 
implied  in  the  fact  that  Carette's  arms  would  be  round 
him  on  the  homeward  journey,  I  would  have  been 
the  happiest  man  in  Sercq  that  day.  As  it  was,  it 
was  in  my  mind  to  make  the  most  of  my  half  of  it. 

Young  Torode  sprang  on  Black  Boy  with  a  leap 
that  put  our  more  cautious  methods  very  much  into 
the  shade,  and  also  stirred  up  all  Black  Boy's  never- 
too-well-concealed  evil  temper.  A  horse  of  spirit  ever 
objects  to  the  double  burden  of  man  and  man's  master, 
and,  through  thigh  and  heel  and  hand,  he  can  tell  in 
the  most  wonderful  fashion  if  the  devil's  aboard  as 
well. 

We  left  them  settling  their  little  differences  and 
jogged  away  down  the  lane,  and  the  last  we  saw  of 
Aunt  Jeanne  she  was  leaning  over  the  gate,  looking 
hopefully  at  the  fight  before  her.  But  presently  we 
heard  the  quick  beat  of  hoofs  behind,  and  they  went 
past  us  with  a  rush— Black  Boy's  chin  drawn  tight 
to  his  chest,  which  was  splashed  with  white  foam 
flecks,  his  neck  like  a  bow,  and  the  wicked  white  of 
his  port  eye  glaring  back  at  us  like  a  danger  signal. 

"  Monsieur  Torode  has  got  his  hands  full,  I  think," 
I  said. 

"And  Monsieur  Black  Boy  carries  more  than  he 
likes." 

"  I'm  glad  you're  not  on  board  there,  Carette." 

"  I  think  I  am  too — just  now,"  she  laughed  quietly. 

We  took  the  north  road  at  La  Vauroque,  where  we 
came  on  George  Hamon,  gazing  gloomily  after  Black 
Boy  and  his  rider,  who  were  flying  along  the  road  to 
Colinette,  and  judging  from  his  face  there  was  a  curse 
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on  his  lips  as  he  turned  to  us,  which  was  very  unusual 
with  him.    He  brightened,  however,  when  he  saw  us. 

"  B'en  !  That's  all  right,"  he  said  very  heartily. 
"  Gray  Robin  is  a  proud  horse  this  day,  ma'm'zelle, 
with  the  prettiest  maid  in  the  Island  on  his  back— and 
the  best  man,"  he  added  meaningly.  "  I'm  just 
hoping  that  crazy  Frenchman  will  bring  my  Black 
Boy  back  all  safe  and  sound.  He's  got  more  than 
a  bit  of  the  devil  in  him  at  times — the  horse,  I  mean. 
The  other,  too,  maybe.  And  he's  more  used  to 
harness  than  the  saddle.    However — ^luck  to  you  !  " 

He  waved  his  hand,  and  we  jogged  on  past  the 
Cemetery,  and  so  by  La  Rondellerie  and  La  Moinerie, 
where  the  holy  Magliprius  once  lived — as  you  may  see 
by  the  ruins  of  his  house  and  the  cells  of  his  disciples 
— to  Belfontaine,  where  my  mother  came  out  with 
full  eyes  to  give  us  greeting. 

And  to  prevent  any  mistake  which  might  put 
Carette  to  confusion,  I  did  my  clumsy  best  to  make 
a  joke  of  the  matter. 

"  Your  stupid  was  nearly  too  late,  mother,  and  so 
Carette  rides  out  with  me  and  back  with  Monsieur 
Torode." 

"  Under  the  circumstances  it  was  good  of  Carette 
to  give  you  a  share,  mon  gars." 

"  Oh,  I'm  grateful.  One's  sheaf  is  never  quite 
as  one  would  have  it,  and  one  takes  the  good  that 
comes." 

"  How  glad  you  must  have  been  to  see  him  back, 
Mrs.  Cairi ! "  said  Carette.  "  You  never  gave  him 
up,  I  know." 

"  No,  I  never  gave  him  up,"  said  my  mother 
quietly. 

"  I  think  he  ought  to  have  stopped  with  you  all 
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day  to-day."  said  Carette.    "  I  feel  as  if  I  were  stealing 
him."  " 

"  Only  borrowing,"  smiled  my  mother.  "  It  is 
good  to  be  young,  and  the  young  have  their  rights 
as  well  as  the  old.  Good  luck  to  you  and  a  fine  ride  I  " 
and  I  shook  up  Gray  Robin,  and  we  went  on. 

'  Be  very  careful  if  you  cross  the  Couple,  Phil," 
she  caUed  after  us.  "  There  was  a  fall  there  the  other 
day,  your  grandfather  was  saying,  and  the  path  has 
not  been  mended  yet." 

I  waved  my  hand,  and  we  went  on.  From  a  distant 
field,  where  they  were  busy  with  their  hay,  my  grand- 
father and  Krok  saw  us  passing  along  the  road,  and 
straightened  up  and  shaded  their  eyes  with  their 
hands,  and  then  waved  us  heaps  of  good  luck,  and 
we  jogged  on  along  the  road  to  the  Eperquerie. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

HOW  YOUNG  TORODE  TOOK  THE  DEVIL 
OUT  OF  BLACK  BOY 

It  was  a  day  of  days— a  perfect  Midsummer  Day. 
The  sky  was  blue  without  a  cloud,  the  blaze  of  the 
gorse  was  dimming,  but  the  ferns  and  foxgloves  swung 
in  the  breeze,  the  hedgerows  laughed  with  wild  roses 
and  honeysuckle,  and  the  air  was  full  of  life  and 
sweetness  and  the  songs  of  larks  and  the  homely 
bumming  of  bees.  And  here  was  I  come  back  from 
the  Florida  swamps  and  all  the  perils  of  the  seas, 
joggiiig  quietly  along  on  that  moving  nosegay  Gray 
Robin,  with  the  arms  of  the  fairest  maid  in  all  Sercq 
round  my  waist,  and  the  brim  of  her  hat  tickling  my 
neck,  and  her  face  so  close  to  my  shoulder  that  it  was 
hard  work  not  to  turn  and  kiss  it. 

My  mind  was  set  to  make  the  most  of  my  good 
fortune,  but  the  thought  of  young  Torode,  and  of 
Carette  riding  back  with  him,  kapt  coming  upon  me 
like  an  east  wind  on  a  sunny  day,  and  I  found  myself 
more  tongue-tied  than  ever  I  had  been  with  her 
before,  even  of  late  years. 

Did  she  care  for  this  man  ?  Had  his  good  looks, 
which  I  could  not  deny,  cast  dust  in  her  eyes  ?  Could 
she  be  blind  to  his  black  humours,  which,  to  me,  were 
more  visible  even  than  his  good  looks  ? 
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From  what  Aunt  Jeanne  had  said,  he  was  by 


of  being  very  well  off.    And 


_,  way 

..    „.  -„    •-      . -  perhaps  the  results  of 

the  Miss  Maugers  teachings  would  incline  a  girl  to  con- 
sider such  things.  I  thought  they  probably  would  I 
know  they  made  me  feel  shy  and  awkward  before 
her,  though  I  told  myself  furiously  that  all  that  was 
only  a  matter  of  outside  polish,  and  that  inside  I 
was  as  worthy  of  her  as  any,  and  loved  her  as  none 
other  could.  But  the  outside  she  could  see,  and  the 
msjde  she  could  not,  and  I  could  not  yet  tell  her 
though  I  could  not  but  think  she  must  know. 

And  then,  what  had  I  to  offer  her  in  place  of  Torode's 
solid  advantages  ?  Just  myself,  and  all  my  heart 
and  two  strong  arms.  They  were  good  things,  and 
no  one  m  the  world  could  love  her  as  I  did.  But  to 
a  girl  brought  up  as  she  had  been  of  late,  would  they 
be  enough?  And  would  these  things  satisfy  her 
father,  who  had  always  been  much  of  a  mystery  to 
us  aU,  and  who  might  have  his  own  views  as  to  her 
future,  as  the  education  he  had  given  her  seemed 
to  indicate  ? 

I  had  plenty  to  think  about  as  we  jogged  along  on 
Gray  Robin,  and  Carette  was  thoughtful  too. 

Now  and  again,  indeed,  the  clinging  arms  would 
give  me  a  convulsive  hug  which  set  my  blood  jumping 
but  that  was  only  when  Gray  Robin  stumbled  and 
It  meant  nothing  more  than  a  fear  of  faUing  over- 
board on  her  part,  and  I  could  not  buQd  on  it 
*.,  .l''!l^u*"''  ^y  ^"«*<=hes,  of  the  party  and  of  things 
that  had  happened  in  my  absence.  But  of  the  sweet 
whispers  and  little  confidences  which  should  set  aU 
nders  on  Riding  Day  above  aU  the  rest  of  the  world 
there  were  none  between  us,  and  at  times  we  feU  to 
sUence  and  a  touch  of  constraint. 
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On  Eperquerie  Common  I  got  down,  and  led  Gray 
Robin  cautiously  over  the  long  green  slopes  among 
the  cushions  of  gorse  and  the  waist-high  fems,  and 
down  the  rocky  way  to  the  knoll  above  the  landing- 
place.  And  as  we  sat  on  the  soft  turf  among  the 
empty  shells,  looking  out  over  the  long  line  of  weather- 
bitten  headlands  and  tumbled  rocks,  with  the  blue 
sea  creaming  at  their  feet,  1  suppose  I  must  have 
heaved  a  sigh,  for  Carette  laughed  and  said — 

"  Ma  f^,  but  you  are  hvely  to-day,  Phil." 

"  I'm  sorry,"  I  said.  "  I  was  thinking  of  the  old 
times  when  we  used  to  scramble  about  here  as  merry 
as  the  rock  pipits.  They  were  very  happy  days, 
Carette." 

"  Yes,"  she  nodded,  "  they  were  happy  days. 
But  we've  grown  since  then." 

"  One  can't  help  growing,  but  I  don't  know  that 
it  makes  one  any  happier." 

"  Tell  me  all  you  did  out  there,"  she  said,  and  I 
lay  in  the  sunshine  and  told  her  of  our  shipwreck, 
and  of  the  Florida  swamps,  and  of  the  great  city  of 
London  through  which  I  had  come  on  my  way  home. 
And  then,  somehow,  our  talk  was  of  the  terrible 
doings  in  France,  not  so  very  many  years  before, 
of  which  she  had  never  heard  much  and  I  only  of 
late.  It  was  probably  the  blue  line  of  coast  on  the 
horizon  which  set  us  to  that,  and  perhaps  something 
of  a  desire  on  my  part  to  show  her  that,  if  she  had 
been  learning  things  at  the  Miss  Maugers,  I  also  had 
been  learning  in  the  greater  world  outside. 

It  was  very  different  from  the  talk  that  usually 
passes  between  riders  on  Riding  Day.  For  every 
horse  that  day  is  supposed  to  carry  three,  though 
one  of  them  nestles  so  close  between  the  others  that 
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only  bits  of  him  may  be  seen  at  times  in  their  eyes 
and  faces. 

But  it  was  all  no  use.  With  young  Torode  in  my 
mind,  and  Jean  Le  Marchant's  probable  intentions 
respecting  Carette,  and  Carette's  own  wonderful 
growth  which  seemed  to  put  us  on  different  levels, 
and  the  smaUness  of  my  own  prospects,— I  could 
not  bring  myself  to  venture  any  loverly  talk,  though 
my  heart  was  full  of  loving  thoughts  and  growing 
intention. 

I  had  been  telling  her  of  the  doings  in  Paris,  and 
in  Nantes  and  elsewhere,  and  she  had  been  dread- 
fully interested  in  it  all,  when  suddenly  she  jumped 
up  with  a  sharp — 

"  Phil,  you  are  horrid  to-day.  I  believe  you  have 
been  telling  me  all  these  things  just  because  Monsieur 
Torode  is  a  Frenchman." 

"  Torode  ?—Pardie,  I  had  forgotten  Torode  for 
the  moment  I  He  is  too  young  to  have  had  any 
hand  in  those  doings,  aayvrsy." 

"  All  the  same  he  is  a  Frenchman,  and  it  was 
Frenchmen  who  did  them." 

"  And  you  think  I  was  hitting  at  him  behind  his 
back !  It  U  not  behind  his  back  I  will  hit  him  if 
needs  be  and  the  time  comes.  But  I  had  no  thought 
of  him,  Carette.  These  are  things  I  heard  but  lately, 
and  I  thought  they  might  be  of  interest  to  you.  Did 
you  ever  know  me  strike  a  foul  blow,  Carette  ?  "  I 
asked  hotly. 

"No,  never!  I  was  wrong,  Phil.  Let  us  ride 
again  and  forget  the  heads  tumbling  into  the  baskets 
and  those  horrid  women  knitting  and  singing." 

So  we  climbed  the  rocky  way,  and  then  I  got  Gray 
Robin  alongside  a  rock,  and  we  mounted  without 
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much  loss  and  went  our  way  down  the  lanes  in  some- 
what better  case.  For  I  was  still  somewhat  warm 
at  her  thinking  so  ill  of  me,  and  she,  perceiving  it, 
did  her  best  to  make  me  forget  it  all. 

And  now  we  began  to  meet  other  merry  riders, 
and  their  outspoken,  but  mistaken,  congratulations 
testified  plainly  to  the  Island  feeling  in  favour  of 
Island  maids  mating  with  Island  men,  and  perhaps 
made  Carette  regret  her  Solomon-like  decision  of  the 
night  before.  It  made  me  feel  somewhat  foolish  also, 
at  thought  of  what  they  would  say  when  they  saw 
her  riding  back  with  young  Torode. 

A  cleverer  man  would,  no  doubt,  have  turned  it 
all  to  account,  but  I  could  not.  All  I  could  do  was 
to  cany  it  off  as  coolly  as  possible  to  save  Carette 
annoyance,  and  to  affect  a  lightness  and  joviality 
which  were  really  not  in  me. 

And  some  of  these  meetings  were  full  of  surprise 
for  Carette,  but  mostly  they  only  confirmed  her 
expectations.  For  girls  have  sharp  eyes  in  such 
matters  and  generally  know  how  things  are  going, 
and  I  have  no  doubt  she  and  Aunt  Jeanne  talked 
them  over  together.  And  there  was  not  much  went 
on  in  Sercq  without  Aunt  Jeanne  knowing  all 
about  it. 
And  so  it  would  be — 

"  Who  is  this,  then  ?  Elie  Gu^rin  and— ma  U— 
Judith    Drillot !     Now    that's    odd,    for    I    always 

thought " 

"  Perhaps  they're  only  pretending,"  I  murmured, 

and  Carette  kicked  her  little  heels  into  Gray  Robin's 

ribs  so  hard  that  she  nearly  fell  off  at  his  astonished 

jump. 

"B'jou.Judil    B'jou,  Eliel    Good  luck  to  you  1 " 
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«hc  cried    as  they  drew  rein  alongside,  their  faces 
radiant  wth  smUes  both  for  themselves  aid  fo  us 

v^,>^r'^'J^'"'/^y^^  ''"'  '  *"  ^^  «»  see  you  again 
Ph.l  Carr«,  and  to  see  you  two  together  ! '' s^d  the' 
mth  the  overflowmg  heartiness  of  a  fully-satiS 

o»h.?^nir''^  °'^K  .'"'*  ^"^  *  ride  to  see  how 
other  folks  are  getting  on,"  I  said.    "  Carette  ex 

1  ^f  T  K°'  **r''"^  ^"''^^  '''ter  on.  You  see 
I^%  got  home  last  night  and  he  had  asked  her 

halJJTnH^^'"  T^  J"*''-  ^"d  we  waved  our 
hands  and  rode  on,  leaving  them  gaping. 
Then  it  would  be—  o  f    6 

"MonGyul    JAa/'s  aU  right !    Here  are  Thorite 
Ha^on  and  Nancy  Godfray^come  "gather  .u£f 

bush  t1.  *™"'  '°?, '  ^*>''^''  »>«=«  bea'tinglbout te 
bush  tUl  we  re  all  tired  of  watching  them.  B'  iou 
Naacyl  B' jou,  Charles  !  All  joy  to  your '  ^  ' 
There  were  many  such  meetings,  for  we  could  see 
the  riders'  heads  bobbing  in  eve^  lane.  And  twke 
we  met  young  Torode,  galloping  at  speed,  and  show' 
>ng  to  great  advantage  on  Black  BoV,  whose  raffled 

foam,  and  who  was  evidently  not  enjoying  himself 

"  I'm  getting  the  devil  out  of  him  so  that  he'll 

be  all  quiet  for  the  afternoon,"  cried  Torode    as  he 

00k  aTe    h^"/''"".^"''  ^^^y  K^bin  tried  t 

hanki  h       .       '.'k  ^"'^  J°««"d  comfortably  along 

fool    h^^h  ^'  '^"'  ^^^^  "  ^^  *<^  f««l  somewhat  of  f 

fool,  he  had  decent  quiet  folk  on  his  back   and  was 

not  as  badly  off  as  some  he  knew  that  day 

So  we  came  along  the  horse  tracks  down  by  Pointe 
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Robert  and  crossed  the  head  of  the  Harbour  Road, 
past  Derrible,  and  heard  the  sea  growling  at  the 
bottom  of  the  Creux,  and  then  over  Hog's  Back  into 
Dixcart  Valley,  and  so,  about  noon,  into  the  road 
over  the  Common  which  led  to  the  Couple. 

Most  of  our  friends  were  already  there, — some  on 
this  side  waiting  to  cross,  the  more  venturesome 
sitting  in  the  heather  and  bracken  on  the  farther 
side,  with  jokes  and  laughter  and  ironical  invitations 
to  the  laggards  to  take  their  courage  in  their  hands 
and  come  over. 

There  was  quite  a  mob  in  the  roadway  on  the 
Common,  the  girls  sitting  on  their  horses,  most  of  the 
men  on  foot. 

"  How  is  the  path  ^  "  I  asked,  as  I  got  down  for  a 
look. 

"  I've  seen  it  better  and  I've  seen  it  worse,"  said 
Charles  Vaudin.    "  But,  all  the  same,  you  know,— on 

horseback "  and  he  shook  his  head  doubtfully. 

"  When  it's  only  your  own  feet  you  have  to  look 
after  it's  right  enough,"  said  Elie  Gudrin.  "  But 
when  it's  a  horse's  and  they're  four  feet  apart  it's  a 
different  kind  of  game.  I'm  going  to  lead  over,  let 
those  others  say  what  they  will.  Will  you  walk,  Judi, 
or  will  you  ride  ?     I  can  lead  the  old  boy  all  right." 

"  I  can  trust  you,  mon  gars,"  said  the  girl,  and 
kept  her  seat  while  Elie  led  the  horse  slowly  and 
cautiously  over  the  narrow  way,  with  possible  death 
in  every  foot  of  it.  And  all  the  rest  watched 
anxiously. 

The  path  was  at  this  time  about  four  feet  wide  in 
most  places,  crumbly  and  weather-worn  here  and 
there,  but  safe  enough  for  ordinary  foot  traffic.  But 
even  so — without  a  rail  on  either  side,  with  the  blue 
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lea  foaming  and  chafing  among  the  rocks  three 
hundred  feet  below,  and  horribly  visible  on  both  sides 
at  once— the  twisted  path  when  you  were  on  it  felt  no 
more  than  a  swinging  thread. 

It  was  not  every  head  that  could  stand  it,  and  small 
blame  to  those  that  could  not. 

Here  and  there,  in  the  three  hundred  feet  stretch, 
great  rock  pinnacles  stood  out  from  the  pre'  U  »i^ 
depths  and  overshadowed  the  path,  and  err.„i  .  "?<» 
the  wayfarer  by  offering  him  posts  of  vant  ..i  \  ho 
attained  one  by  one.  But  they  were  far  .1.  1  ,  on. I 
at  best  it  was  an  awesome  place  even  on  ; .  ,  ,  wliile 
with  a  horse  the  dangers  were  as  plair,  ■d'^  tli  i.u.!i 
itself. 

Still  it  was  a  point  of  honour  to  cross  the  Co-  ,-\'  on 
Riding  Day,  and  some  even  compassed  it  caatioi-ly 
without  dismounting,  and  took  much  credit  to  U  ■  1- 
selves,  though  others  might  caU  it  by  other  names. 

Some  of  the  girU  preferred  to  take  no  risks,  and  got 
down  and  walked  wisely  and  safely,  amid  the  laughter 
and  good-humoured  banter  of  the  elect,  across  the  gulf. 
MMt,  however,  showed  their  confidence  in  their  swains, 
and  at  the  same  time  trebled  their  anxieties,  by 
keepmg  their  seats  and  allowing  their  horses  to  be  led 
across. 

Young  Torode  came  galloping  across  the  Common 
whUe  Gray  Robin  and  Carette  and  I  were  stiU  waiting 
our  turn.  He  reined  in  Black  Boy  with  a  firm  hand, 
and  the  ruflSed  black  sides  worked  like  beUows,  and 
the  angry  black  head  jerked  restively,  and  the  quick- 
glancmg  eyes  looked  troubled  and  vicious. 

Torode  laughed  derisively  as  Elie  Gu^rin  set  out  with 
cautious  step  to  lead  his  old  horse  over,  with  Judith 
Dnilot  clutching  the  saddle  firmly  and  wearing  a  face 
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that  showed  plainly  that  it  was  only  a  stern  sense  of 
duty  to  Elie  that  kept  her  up  aloft. 

"  Ma  foi  I  "  laughed  Torode.  "  He  would  do  it 
better  in  a  boat.  It's  well  seen  that  Monsieur  Gu^rin 
was  not  bom  to  the  saddle.  Has  no  one  ridden  across 
yet  ?  " 

"  But  yes, — Helier  Godfray  rode  over  all  right.    All 

the  same "  said  one,  with  a  shrug  and  shake  of  the 

head. 

"  It's  as  easy  as  any  other  road  if  you've  got  a  steady 
head  and  a  firm  hand,"  said  Torode. 

"  Will  you  ride,  Carette,  or  walk  ?  "  I  asked.  "  I 
shall  lead  Gray  Robin." 

She  looked  down  into  my  eyes  for  one  moment,  and 
I  looked  up  into  her&.  She  did  not  like  the  Couple,  I 
knew,  but  she  would  not  put  me  to  shame. 

"  I  will  ride,"  she  said. 

"  You're  never  going  to  lead  across,  Carr6  ?  "  cried 
Torode.  "  And  with  a  horse  like  a  Dutch  galliot ! 
Man  alive !  let  me  take  him  over  for  you  I — 
Shall  I  ?  "  and  he  bustled  forward,  looking  eageiij'  up 
at  Carette. 

"  Stand  back  !  "  I  said  brusquely.  "  You'll  have 
quite  enough  to  do  to  take  yourself  across,  I  should 
say,"  and  we  were  off. 

"  I'll  bring  you  back  on  Black  Boy,"  cried  Torodt 
consolingly  to  Carette. 

Gray  Robin's  mild  eyes  glanced  apprehensively  into 
the  depths  as  we  went  slowly  over,  and  his  ears  and 
nostrils  twitched  to  and  fro  at  the  growl  of  the  surf 
down  below  on  either  side.  I  held  him  firmly  by  the 
head  and  soothed  him  with  encouraging  words.  The 
old  horse  snufBed  between  gratitude  and  disgust,  and 
Carette  clung  tightly  up  above,  and  vowed  that  she 
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would  not  cross  on  Black  Boy  whatever  Torode  mieht 
say.  " 

She  was  devoutly  thankful,  I  could  see,  when  Gray 
Robin  stepped  safely  onto  the  spreading  bulk  of  Little 
Sercq  I  Ufted  her  down,  and  loosed  the  old  horse's 
bit  and  set  him  free  for  a  crop  among  the  sweet  short 
grasses  of  the  hillside,  whUe  we  sat  down  with  the  rest 
to  watch  the  others  come  over. 

Caution  was  the  order  of  the  day.  Most  of  the  girls 
kept  their  seats  and  braved  the  passage  in  token  of  con- 
fidence in  their  convoys.  Some  risked  all  but  accident 
by  meekly  footing  it,  and  accepted  the  ironical 
congratulations  on  the  other  side  as  best  they  might. 
Young  Torode  had  waited  his  turn  with  impatience. 
He  and  Black  Boy  were  on  such  terms  that  the  latter 
would  have  made  a  bolt  for  home  if  the  grasp  on  his 
bndle  had  relaxed  for  one  moment.  Again  and  again 
his  restlessness  had  suffered  angry  check  which  served 
only  to  increase  it.  Neither  horse  nor  rider  was  in 
any  sta^  for  so  critical  a  passage  as  the  one  before 
them.  There  was  no  community  of  feeling  between 
them,  except  of  disUke,  and  the  backbone  of  z  .ommon 
enterpnse  is  mutual  trust  and  good  feeling. 

To  do  him  that  much  justice,  Torode  must  have 
known  that  under  the  circumstances  he  was  takine 
unusual  risk.  But  he  had  confidence  in  his  own  skill 
and  mastery,  and  no  power  on  earth  would  have 
deterred  him  from  the  attempt. 

He  leaped  on  Black  Boy,  turned  him  from  the  gulf 
and  rode  him  up  the  Common.  Then  he  turned  again 
and  came  down  at  a  hand  gallop,  and  reaped  his 
reward  m  the  startled  cries  and  anxious  eyes  of  the 
onlookers  The  safe  sitters  in  the  heather  on  the 
tarther  side  sprang  up  to  watch,  and  held  their  breath 
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"  The  fool  I  "  slipped  through  more  clenched  teeth 
than  mine. 

The  stones  from  Black  Boy's  heeb  went  rattling 
down  mto  the  depths  on  either  side.  The  firet  pinnachs 
were  gamed  m  safety.  Just  beyond  them  the  path 
twisted  to  the  right.  Black  Boy's  stride  had  carried 
hun  too  near  the  left-hand  piUar.  An  angry  jerk  of 
the  reins  emphasised  his  mistake.  He  resented  it 
as  he  had  resented  much  in  his  treatment  that  morning 
already.  His  head  came  round  furiously,  his  heels 
slipped  m  the  crumbling  gravel,  he  kicked  out  wildly 
tor  safer  holdmg,  and  in  a  moment  he  was  over 

At  the  first  feel  of  insecurity  behind,  Torode  slipped 
deftly  out  of  the  saddle.  He  stm  held  the  reins  and 
endeavoured  to  drag  the  poor  beast  up.  But  Black 
Boy  s  heels  were  kicking  frantically,  now  on  thin  air 
now  for  a  second  against  an  impossible  slope  of  rock 
which  offered  no  foothold.  For  a  moment  he  hung 
by  his  forelegs  curved  in  rigid  agony,  his  nostrils  wide 
and  red  his  eyes  full  of  frantic  appeal,  his  ears  flat  to 
his  head  his  poor  face  pitiful  in  its  desperation. 
Torode  shouted  to  him,  dragged  at  the  reins-released 
them  just  in  time. 

Those  who  saw  it  never  forgot  that  last  look  on 
Black  Boys  face,  never  lost  the  rending  horror  of 
his  scream  as  his  forelegs  g^ive  and  he  sank  out  of 
sight  never  forgot  the  hideous  sound  of  his  fall  as  he 
roUed  down  the  cliff  to  the  rocks  below. 

The  girls  hid  their  faces  and  sank  sobbing  into 
the  lieather.  The  men  cursed  Torode  volubly,  and 
regretted  that  he  had  not  gone  with  Black  Boy 

And  it  was  none  but  black  looks  that  greeted  him 
when,  after  standing  a  moment,  he  came  on  across 
the  Coupee  and  joined  the  rest. 
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"  It  is  a  misfortune,"  he  said  brusquely,  as  he  came 
among  us. 

"It  is  sheer  murder  and  brutality,"  said  Charles 
Vaudin  roughly. 

"Guyabblel  It's  you  that  ought  to  be  down 
there,  not  yon  poor  brute,"  said  Gu^rin 

"Tuts  then!  A  horse!  I'll  make  him  good  to 
Hamon. 

"And,  unless  I'm  mistaken,  you  promised  him 
not  to  nde  the  Coup^,"  I  said  angrily,  (or  I  knew 
how  George  Hamon  would  feel  about  Black  Boy 

"  Diable  I  I  beUeve  I  did,  but  I  forgot  aU  about  it 
m  seemg  you  others  crawling  across.  Will  you  lend 
me  your  horse  to  ride  back,  Carr6  ?  MademoiseUe 
ndes  home  with  me." 

;•  Mademoiselle  does  not,  and  I  won't  lend  you  a 
hair  of  him."  ' 

"That  was  the  understanding.  Mademoiselle 
promised. 

"Well,  she  will  break  her  promise,— with  better 
reason  than  you  had.  I  shall  see  her  safely  home  " 
Right  Phil!  Stick  to  that!"  said  the  others; 
and  forode  looking  round  felt  himself  in  a  very  small 
mmonty,  and  turned  sulkily  and  walked  back  accss 
the  Coupte. 

The  pleasure  of  the  day  was  broken.  Black  Boy's 
face  and  scream  and  fall  were  with  us  stiU,  and  presently 
we  all  went  cautiously  back  across  the  narrow  way 
And  no  giri  rode,  but  each  one  shuddered  as  she 
passed  the  spot  where  the  loose  edge  of  the  cliff  was 
scored  with  two  deep  grooves ;  and  we  others,  looking 
down,  saw  a  tumbled  black  mass  lying  in  the  white 
surf  among  the  rocks. 


CHAPTER  XV 
HOW  I  FELT  THE  GOLDEN  SPUR 


George  Hamon  was  sorely  put  out  at  the  loss  of  his 
horse  and  by  so  cruel  a  death.  In  his  anger  he  laid 
on  young  Torode  a  punishment  hard  to  bear. 

For  when  the  yqvuig  man  offered  to  pay  for  Black 
Boy,  Uncle  George  gave  him  the  sharpest  edge  of 
his  tongue  in  rough  Norman  French,  and  turned  him 
out  of  his  house,  and  would  take  nothing  from  him. 

"  You  pledged  me  your  word  and  you  broke  it," 
said  he,  "  and  you  think  to  redeem  it  with  money. 
Get  out  of  this  and  never  speak  to  me  again  I  We  are 
honest  men  in  Sercq,  and  you — you  French  scum, 
you  don't  know  what  honour  means."  And  Torode 
was  forced  to  go  with  the  unpayable  debt  about  his 
neck,  and  the  certain  knowledge  that  all  Sercq  thought 
with  his  angry  creditor  and  ill  of  himself.  And  to 
such  a  man  that  was  bitterness  itself. 

During  the  ten  days  that  followed  Riding  Day, 
my  mind  was  very  busy  settling,  as  it  supposed,  the 
future, — mine  and  Carette's.  For,  whether  she  desired 
me  in  hers  or  not,  I  had  no  doubts  whatever  as  to 
what  I  wanted  m3rself.  My  only  doubts  were  as  to 
the  possibilities  of  winning  such  a  prize. 

The  effect  of  the  Miss  Maugers'  teaching  on  Carette 
herself  had  been  to  hft  her  above  her  old  companions. 
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and  indeed  above  her  apparent  station  in  life,  though 
on  that  point  my  ideas  had  no  solid  standing  ground. 
For,  as  I  have  said,  the  Le  Marchants  of  Brecqhou 
were  more  or  less  of  mysteries  to  \is  all,  and  there 
had  been  such  upsettings  just  across  the  water  there, 
such  upraisings  and  downcastings,  that  a  man's 
present  state  was  no  indication  of  what  he  might 
have  been.  The  surer  sign  was  in  the  man  himself, 
and  much  pondering  of  the  matter  led  me  to  think 
that  Jean  Le  Marchant  might  well  be  something 
more  than  simply  the  successful  smuggler  he  seemed, 
and  that  Carette's  dainty  lady  ways  might  well  be 
the  result  of  natural  growth  and  not  simply  of  the 
Miss  Maugers'  polishing. 

I  would  not  have  had  it  otherwise.  I  wanted  the 
very  best  for  her  ;  and  if  she  were  by  birth  a  lady,  let 
the  lady  in  her  out  to  the  full.  Far  better  that  the 
best  that  was  in  her  should  out  and  shine  than  be 
battened  under  hatches  and  kept  out  of  sight.  Better 
for  herself,  if  it  was  her  nature  ;  and  better  for  the  rest 
of  us  who  could  look  up  and  admire.  For  myself, 
I  would  sooner  look  up  than  down,  and  none  knew 
as  I  did— unless  it  were  Jeanne  Falla— how  sweet 
and  generous  a  nature  lay  behind  the  graces  that  set 
her  above  us.  For  none  had  known  her  as  I  had, 
during  all  those  years  of  the  camaraderie  of  the 
coast. 

But,  while  I  wished  her  every  good,  I  could  not 
close  my  eyes  to  several  things,  since  they  pressed 
me  hard.  That,  for  instance,  we  were  no  longer  boy 
and  girl  together.  And  that,  whereas  Carette  used 
to  look  up  to  me,  now  the  looking  up  was  very  much 
the  other  way.  What  her  feelings  might  be  towards 
me,  as  I  say,  I  could  not  be  sure  ;  for,  little  as  I  knew 
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of  girls,  I  had  picked  up  enough  scraps  of  knowledge 
to  be  quite  sure  in  my  own  mind  that  they  were 
strangely  unaccountaUe  creatures,  and  that  you 
could  not  judge  either  them  or  a  good  many  other 
things  entirely  by  outside  appearances.  And  again, 
it  was  borne  in  upon  me  very  strongly,  and  as  never 
before,  that,  where  two  start  fairly  level,  if  one  goes 
ahead,  the  other  must  exert  himself  or  be  left  behind. 
Carette  was  going  ahead  in  marvellous  fashion.  I 
felt  myself  in  danger  of  being  ''ft  behind,  and  that  set 
my  brain  to  very  active  work.iig. 

I  had  a  better  education,  in  the  truest  sense  of  the 
word,  than  most  of  my  fellows,  thanks  to  my  mother 
and  grandfather  and  Krok  and  M.  Rousselot,  the 
schoolmaster.  That  gave  me  the  use  of  my  brains. 
I  had  in  addition  a  good  sound  body,  and  I  had 
travelled  and  seen  something  of  the  world.  Of  worldly 
possessions  I  had  just  the  small  savings  of  my  pay 
and  nothing  more,  and  common-sense  told  me  that  if 
I  wanted  to  win  Carette  Le  Marchant  I  must  be  up 
and  doing,  and  must  turn  myself  to  more  profitable 
account. 

I  do  not  think  there  was  in  me  any  mercenary 
motive  in  this  matter.  I  am  quite  sure  that  in  so 
thinking  of  things  I  attributed  none  to  Carette.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  if  a  man  wanted  a  wife  he  ought  to 
be  able  to  keep  her,  and  I  considered  the  girl  who 
married  a  man  of  precarious  livelihood — as  I  saw 
some  of  them  do — very  much  of  a  fool.  I  have  since 
come  to  know,  however,  that  that  is  only  one  way  of 
looking  at  it,  and  that  to  some  women  the  whole- 
hearted love  of  a  true  man  counts  for  very  much  more 
than  anjrthing  else  he  can  bring  her. 

For  money,  simply  as  money,  I  had  no  craving 
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whatever.  For  the  wife  it  might  help  me  to,  and  the 
security  and  comfort  it  might  bring  to  her,  I  desh-ed 
It  ardently,  and  my  thoughts  were  much  exercised 
as  to  how  to  arrive  at  it  in  sufficiency.  I  found  myself 
at  one  of  the  great  crossroads  of  life,  where.  I  suppose, 
most  men  find  themselves  at  one  time  or  another.  I 
knew  that  much-to  me.  perhaps,  everything-must 
depMd  on  how  I  chose  now.  and  I  spent  much  time 
wandering  m  lonely  places,  and  lying  among  the 
gorse  cushions  or  in  the  short  grass  of  the  headlands, 
thinking  of  Carette  and  trying  to  see  my  way  to  her 
There  were  open  to  us  aU,  in  those  days,  four  ways 

K  A!~T"''  "^y'"''  "  °°«  ^"^  Soae  seeking  them, 
but  these  four  nght  to  our  hands. 

I  could  ship  again  in  the  trading  line,-and  some 
time,  a  very  long  way  ahead,  I  might  come  to  the 
command  of  a  ship,  if  I  escaped  the  perils  of  the  sea 
till  that  time  came.  But  I  could  not  see  Carette  very 
clearly  in  that  line  of  life. 

I  could  join  a  King's  ship,  and  go  fight  the  French- 
men and  aU  the  others  who  were  sometimes  on  our  side 
and  sometimes  against  us.  But  I  could  not  see 
Carette  at  all  in  that  line  of  life. 

I  could  settle  down  to  the  quiet  farmer-fisherman 
life  on  Sercq.  as  my  grandfather  had  done  with  great 
contentment.  But  I  was  not  my  grandfather,  and 
he  was  one  in  a  thousand,  and  he  had  never  had  to 
win  Carette. 

And,  lastly.-I  could  join  my  feUows  in  the  smug- 
glmg  or  pnvateering  lines,  in  which  some  of  them 
especi^y  the  Guernsey  men,  were  wa.xing  mightily 
fat  and  prosperous.  o       o      j 

For  reasons  which  I  did  not  then  understand,  but 
which  I  do  now,  since  I  learned  about  my  father,  my 
10 
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mother  s  face  was  set  dead  against  the  free-trading. 
And  so  I  came  to  great  consideration  of  the  privateer- 
mgbusmess  and  was  drawn  to  it  more  and  mor«.  The 
nsks  were  greaf-r,  perhaps,  even  than  on  the  King's 
ships,  smce  the  privateer  hunts  alone  and  may  faU 
easy  prey  to  larger  force.  But  the  returns  were  also 
very  much  greater,  and  the  life  more  reasonable,  for 
on  the  King's  ships  the  d'srlpline  wrw  said  to  be  little 
short  of  tyranny  at  times,  and  hardly  to  be  endured 
by  free  men. 

When,  as  the  result  of  > .  g  turning  over  of  the 
matter  m  my  own  mind,  '  had  decided  that  the  way 
to  Carette  lay  through  the  privateering,  I  sought 
confirmation  of  my  idea  in  several  likely  quarters 
before  broaching  it  at  home. 

•'  Ah  then,  Phil,  my  boy  !  Come  in  and  sit  down 
and  I  U  give  you  a  cup  of  my  cider,"  was  Aunt  Jeanne's 
greeting,  when  I  dropped  in  at  Beaumanoir  a  few 
days  after  the  party,  not  without  hope  of  getting  a 
sight  of  Carette  herself  and  discussing  my  new  ideas 
before  her. 

"  No,  she's  not  here,"  Aunt  Jeanne  laughed  softly, 
at  my  qmck  look  round.  "She's  away  back  to 
Brecqhou.  Two  of  them  came  home  hurt  from  their 
last  tnp,  and  she's  gone  to  take  care  of  them.  And 
now,  tell  me  what  you  are  going  to  do  about  it,  mon 
gars  ?  "  she  asked  briskly,  when  I  had  taken  a  drink 
of  the  cider. 

"  About  what  then.  Aunt  Jeanne  ?  " 

"  Tuts,  boy  !  Am  I  going  Wind  ?  What  are  an 
old  woman's  eyes  for  if  not  to  watch  the  goings-on 
of  the  young  ones  ?  You  want  our  Carette.  Of 
course  you  do.  And  you've  taken  her  for  granted 
ever  since  you  were  so  high.    Now  here's  a  word  of 
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Just  you  teU  me  what  to  do.  Aunt  Jeanne    and 
1 11  do  It  as  sure  as  I  sit  here."  J^uine,  ana 

"As  sure  as  you  sit  Jiere  you  never  wiU    i,ni«c 
you  jump  right  up  and  win  her    my  w'    tS 
young  Torode  is  no  fool,  though  he  Is  SlheSed 
enough  and  as  full  of  conceit  ^he  can  hoW    Ind 
pergui,  he  knows  what  he  wants  "  "°'''-    '^"^' 

"  And  Carette  ?  " 

Aunt  Jeanne's  only  answer  to  that  was  a  shni^ 
She  was,  as  I  think  I  have  said,  a  very  shrewd  S' 

sherdrr„1""°';-*°  """^^^  *^^*  shlt'Srif 
abl  but  Jf^'  ^*'"  '^^'"""^  "y  "'"d  ^^  consider- 
I  nLfed  «nH  k""'"""*  '^'  *'*°»6'>'  "  *^^  the  spur 
of^f  \^  f^  "?"  "°*  S°»«  to  lessen  the  effec[ 

•non  Gyu,  no  I    But  there  you  are,  mon  gaTs     Th/^ 
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"What  would  you  do  if  you  were  me,  Aunt 
Jeanne  ? " 

"Ah,  now  we  talk  tense.  What  would  I  do? 
Ma  U,  I  would  put  myself  in  the  way  of  making 
something,  so  that  I'd  feel  confidence  in  asking  her." 

"  That's  just  it.  I  can't  ask  her  till  I'm  in  some 
position  to  do  so.    I've  been  thinking  all  round 


it 
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"  I  could  go  trading  again " 

"  And  get  drowned,  maybe,  before  you've  made 
enough  to  pay  for  a  decent  funeral,"  snorted  Aunt 
Jeanne  contemptuously. 

"  I  could  go  on  a  King's  ship—" 

"  And  get  bullied,  to  death  for  nothing  a  day." 

"  The  free-trading  my  mother  won't  hear  of." 
f  "  Crais  b'en  I  " 

F  •'  Why,  I  don't  know " 

>   "  Never  mind  why.    She  has  her  reasons  without 
doubt." 

"  So  there's  nothing  for  it  but  the  privateering." 

"  B'en  I  Why  couldn't  you  say  so  without  boxing 
the  compass,  mon  gars  ?  Privateering  is  the  biggest 
chance  nowadays.    Of  course,  the  risks " 

"  That's  nothing  if  it  brings  me  to  Carette.  Aunt 
Jeanne " 

"  Well,  then  ?  " 

"  I  wish  you'd  tell  me  something." 

"  What,  then  ?  "  she  asked  warily. 

"  I  get  a  bit  afraid  somrtimes  that  Carette  is  not 
intended  for  a  plain  common  iercqman.  Has  M.  Le 
Marchant  views " 

"  Shouldn't  be  a  bit  surprised,  mon  gars.  I  Imow 
I  would  have  if  she  were  mine.    But,  all  the  same, 
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It  U  Carette  heneU  wiU  have  the  final  lay  in  the 
matter   and  meanwhile-well,  the  more  the  learns 
the  better.    Isn't  it  so  ?  " 
"Surely.    The  more  one  learns  the  better,  nn- 

"  Yes,  then  ?  " 

"WeU,  unless  it 
friends." 

"  Do  you  look  down  on  your  mother  ?  And  do 
you  look  down  on  me?  Yet  I'll  be  bound  you 
think  you  know  a  sight  more  than  both  of  us  put 
together."  *^ 

"  No,  I  don't.    But " 

"And  yet  you've  had  more  learning  than  ever 
came  our  way." 

"  Of  a  kind.    But " 

"Exactly,  men  gars  I  And  that  other  U  the 
learning  that  doesn't  come  from  books.    And  all  your 

nfW^K-'"*'  ^.?"u ''  :^  "'^y  P"P"*  y°"  ^O'  these 
other  things.    With  all  your  learning  you  are  only 

babiMyet.    The  harder  tasks  are  all  before  you." 
Jeanwl  •^°"  *""''  ^  "^^  ^°^  *"  ^"*"*'  •*""* 

"  If  you  win  her.    But  you'U  have  to  stir  yourself 
mon  gars. 

f„l'l'J'''%'°r*™f  wondered "  I  began  doubt- 

tuuy,  and  stopped,  not  knowing  how  she  might  take 
my  questioning.  ^ 

"  Well  what  have  you  wondered  ?  "  and  she  peered 
"w^  ^^^  **°  °°^  *'<*«  ^'^  a  robin's. 

oth.);     ~^^"   ''**"*•'*   ^   ^   '^'fierent    from    the 
others  over  there  on  Brecqhou." 

"  Roses  grow  among  thorns." 

"  Yes,  I  know " 
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Very  weU  I  .  .  .  All  the  same,  you  are  right,  mon 
gars.  She  is  different— and  with  reason.  Her  mother 
was  well-bom.  She  was  daughter  to  old  Godefroi  of 
St.  Heliers,  the  shipowner.  Jean  was  sailing  one  of 
his  ships.  It  was  not  a  good  match  nor  a  suitable 
one.  The  old  man  turned  them  out,  and  Jean  came 
here  with  her  and  his  boys  and  settled  on  Brecqhou. 
It  is  as  well  you  should  know,  for  it  may  come 
into  the  account.  Jean  would  make  her  into  a  lady 
like  her  mother.  For  me,  I  would  like  to  see  her 
an  honest  man's  wife— that  is,  if  he's  able  to  keep 
her." 

"  I'm  for  the  privateering,"  I  said,  jumping  up  as 
briskly  as  if  I'd  only  to  walk  aboard. 

"  I'll  wish  you  luck  and  pray  for  it,  my  boy." 

"  That  should  help.    Good-bye,  Aunt  Jeanne  !  " 

My  mind  was  quite  made  up,  but,  all  the  same, 
I  went  to  George  Hamon  to  ask  his  advice  and  help 
in  the  matter,  as  I  always  had  done  in  all  kinds  of 
matters,  and  never  failed  to  get  them.  I  found  him 
strolling  among  his  cabbages  with  his  pipe  in  his 
mouth. 

"  Uncle  George,  I  want  your  advice,"  I  began,  and 
he  smiled  knowingly. 

"  Aw !  I  know  you,  mon  gars.  You've  made  up 
your  mind  about  something  and  you  want  me  to  help 
you  get  over  your  mother  and  grandfather.  Isn't 
that  about  it  ?    And  what  is  it  now  ?  " 

"  I  want  to  be  up  and  doing  and  making  some- 
thing  " 

"  I  understand." 

"And  privateering  seems  the  best  thing  going. 
I  want  to  try  that.     What  do  you  say  ?  " 

"  Some  have  done  mightily  well  at  it " 
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"You  see,"  I  said  eagerly,  "  there  is  only  that  or 
the  free-tradmg.  or  the  West  Indies  again,  or  a  King's 

He  nodded  understandingly. 

••  And  none  of  them  hold  any  very  big  chances- 
except  the  free-trading.    And  there " 

"  I  know  I  Your  mother  won't  hear  of  it  She 
has  her  reasons,  my  boy,  and  you  can  leave  it  at 
that  .  .  She  won't  like  the  privateering  either, 
you  know,  PhU,"  he  said  doubtfuUy,  as  though 
he  did  not  care  over  much  for  the  job  he  was  being 
dragged  mto.  ° 

wh  — "*^'^^'*^  ^*  ^°°'*'  ^^^^  ^^"""S^-  ^^^t's 
,'.'  J!?:^^'^  ^^y  y°"  come  to  me,"  he  smiled. 

becaS^— "  ^°"  ''"'  ^'""^  ^°*  *°  ^  "P  ""'^  '^°'«g- 
"  I  know,"  he  nodded.    "  WeU,  come  along,  and 

bIiL'w.""'"  '"'  "^  "^"*  ^"°^^  '""^  ^^'"^  *° 

My  mother  met  us  at  the  door,  and  it  was  borne  in 

upon  me  suddenly  that  as  a  girl  she  must  have  been 

very   good-lookmg.    There    was    more    colour   than 

??K  "I.  [  ^^'^'  ^"'^  ^^^  *1"'^*  ^yes  shone  brightly. 
I  thought  she  guessed  we  had  come  on  some  bminess 
opposed  to  her  peace  of  mind,  but  I  have  since  known 
tnat  there  were  deeper  reasons. 

■•  WW    ^'t.T^'=°™«'    George   Hamon,"   she   said. 
What  mischief  are  you  and  PhU  plotting  now  ?  " 

Rachel''  *'''"  '    "''  ^  *"*'  '''^""^'*"'  y°"  S^'  «>«' 

wnri  ^"r.''^  f  ^  *°  y°"  ^°'  ^'•^■'=^'  an'!  he  might  do 
S'is  kV"  """""^    ''""    ^'    '^^'"^    »>°'"«- 
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"  Young  blood  must  have  its  chance,  you  know. 
And  change  of  pasture  is  good  for  young  calves,  as 
Jeanne  Falla  says." 

"  Hasn't  he  had  change  enough  ?  " 

"  Where  is  Philip  ?  " 

"  Down  vraicking  with  Krok  in  Saignie.  A  big 
drift  came  in  this  morning,  and  we  want  all  we  can  get 
for  the  fields." 

"  Give  them  a  hand,  Phil,  and  then  bring  your  grand- 
father along.    And  I'll  talk  to  your  mother." 

My  grandfather  and  Krok  had  got  most  of  the 
seaweed  drawn  up  onto  the  st  j  above  tide-level, 
and  as  soon  as  we  htid  secured  v.ie  rest  they  came  up 
to  the  house  with  me,  wet  and  hungry.  I  had  told 
my  grandfather  simply  that  George  Hamon  was 
there,  but  said  nothing  about  our  business.  He 
greeted  him  warmly. 

"  George,  my  boy,  you  should  come  in  oftener." 

"  Ay,  ay  !  If  I  came  as  often  as  I  wanted  you'd  be 
for  turning  me  out,"— with  a  nod  to  Krok,  who  repUed 
with  a  cheerful  smile,  and  went  to  the  fire. 

"  You  know  better.  Your  welcome  always  waits  you. 
What's  in  the  wind  now  ?  " 

"  Phil  wants  to  go  privateering,"  said  my  mother. 
"  And  George  has  come  to  help  him." 

"  Ah,  I  expected  it  would  come  to  that,"  said  my 
grandfather  quietly.  "  It's  a  risky  business,  after  all, 
Phil." — to  me,  sitting  on  the  green-bed  and  feeling 
rather  sheepish. 

"  I  know,  grandfather.  But  there  are  risks  in 
everything,  and " 

"  And,  to  put  it  plainly,  he  wants  Carette  Le 
Marchant,  and  he's  not  the  only  one,  and  that  seems 
the  quickest  way  to  her,"  said  George  Hamon. 
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My  mother's  quiet  brown  eyes  gave  a  little  snap, 
and  he  caught  it. 

"  When  a  lad's  heart  is  set  on  a  girl  there  is  nothing 
he  won't  do  for  her.  I've  known  a  man  wait  twenty 
years  for  a  woman " 

She  made  a  quick  little  gesture  with  her  hand, 
but  he  went  on  stoutly — 

"  Oh  yes,  and  never  give  up  hoping  all  that  time, 
though,  mon  Gyu,  it  was  little  he  got  for  his " 

"  And  you  think  it  right  he  should  go  ?  "  interrupted 
my  mother  hastily.    And,  taken  up  as  I  was  with  my 
own  concerns,  I  understood  of  a  sudden  that  thf 
was  that  between  my  mother  and  George  Ham 
which  I  had  never  dreamed  of. 

"  I  think  he  will  never  settle  till  he  has  been.  And 
it's  lawful  business,  and  profitable,  and  your  objection 
to  the  free-trading  doesn't  touch  it.  There  is  some 
discipline  on  a  privateer,  though  it's  not  as  bad  as  on 
a  King's  ship.    My  advice  is — let  him  go." 

"  It's  only  natural,  after  all,"  said  my  grand- 
father, with  a  thoughtful  nod.  "  Who's  the  best  man 
to  go  with,  George  ?  " 

"Torode  of  Herm  makes  most  at  it,  they  say. 
But " 

"  A  rough  lot,  I'm  told,  and  he  has  to  keep  a  tight 
hand  on  them.  But  I  know  nothing  except  from 
hearsay.    I've  never  come  across  him  yet." 

"  Jean  Le  Merchant  could  tell  you  more  about 
him  than  anyone  else  round  here,"  said  Uncle  George, 
looking  musingly  at  me.  "  They  have  dealings  together 
in  trading  matters,  I  believe.  Then,  they  say,  John 
Ozanne  is  fitting  out  a  schooner  in  Peter  Port.  He's 
a  good  man,  but  how  he'll  shape  at  privateering  I 
don't  know." 
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"  Who's  going  to  command  her  ?  "  I  asked 
'*  John  himself,  I'm  told." 

"Then  I'U  go  across  and  see  Jean  Le  Marchant  " 
I  said. 

At   which   prompt   discounting  of  John   Ozanne 
Uncle  George  laughed  out  loud. 

"  Well   I  don't  suppose  it  can  do  any  harm,  if  it 
doesnt  do  much  good.    He's  at  home,   I  believe 

bomeone  got  hurt  on  their  last  run,  I  heard " 

'•  Yes,  Aunt  Jeanne  told  me,— two  of  them." 
Maybe  you'll  not  find  them  in  any  too  good  a 
humour,  but  you  know  how  to  take  care  of  yourself  " 
^^  1 11  take  care  of  myself  all  right." 
"  Will  you  stop  and  ha"e  supper  with  us.  George  ?  " 
asked  my  grandfatl^er. 

"  Yes  I  will.    It's  a  treat  to  sup  in  company ;  "  and 
my  mother  busied  herself  over  the  pots  at  the  fire 

I  had  often  wondered  why  Uncle  George  had  never 
married     He  was  such  a  good  feUow,  honest  as  the 
day,  and  always  ready  to  help  anybody  in  any  way 
And  yet,  ever  since  his  mother  d-ed,  and  that  must 
have  been  ten  years  ago  at  least,  he  had  lived  all 
alone  in  his  house  at  La  Vauroque,  though  he  had 
prospered  m  various  ways,  and  was  reputed  well  to 
do.    He  hved  very  simply— made  his  own  coffee  of 
morning,  and  for  the  rest  depended  on  an  old  neighbour 
woman,  who  came  in  each  day  and  cooked  his  meals 
and  kept  the  house  clean.    Yes,  I  had  often  wondered 
why^and  not  until  this  night  did  I  begin  to  under- 
Long  afterwards,  when  he  was  telling  me  of  other 
mc-tters.  It  did  not  greatly  surprise  me  to  learn  that 
he  had  waited  all  these  years  in  hopes  of  my  mother 
commg  round  to  him  at  last.    And  the  wall  of  division 


HOW  I  FELT  THE  GOLDEN  SPUR     155 

that  stood  between  them  and  stirred  him  to  bitterness 
at  times— not  against  her,  but  against  what  he  counted 
her  foolish  obstinacy— was  the  fact  that  long  ago  my 
father  had  gone  down  to  the  sea  and  never  come 
back,  as  many  and  many  an  Island  man  had  done  since 
ever  time  began.  But  she  had  her  own  rigid  notions 
of  right  and  wrong,  narrow  perhaps,  but  of  her  very 
self,  and  she  would  not  marry  him,  though  his  affection 
never  wavered,  even  when  he  felt  her  foolishness  the 
most. 

It  was  strange,  perhaps,  that  I  should  jump  to 
sudden  understanding  of  the  matter  when  all  my 
thoughts  just  then  were  of  my  own  concerns.  But 
love,  I  think,  if  somewhat  selfish,  is  a  mighty  quickener 
of  the  understanding,  and  even  though  all  one's 
thoughts  are  upon  one  object,  a  feUow-feeling  opens 
one's  eyes  to  the  signs  elsewhere. 

We  talked  much  of  the  matter  of  my  going,  that 
night  over  the  supper-table,  or  my  grandfather  and 
George  Hamon  did,  while  my  mother  and  Krok  and 
I  listened.  And  wonderful  stories  Uncle  George  told 
of  the  profits  some  folks  had  made  in  the  privateering 
—tens  of  thousands  of  pounds  to  the  owners  in  a 
single  fortunate  cruise,  and  hundreds  to  every  seaman. 
But  my  mother  warmed  to  the  matter  not  at  all 
She  sat  gazing  silently  into  the  fire,  and  thought 
maybe,  of  those  who  lost,  and  of  those  whose  shares 
came  onlv  to  the  last  cold  plunge  into  the  tumbling 
graveyard  of  the  sea.  While  as  for  me,  in  my  own 
mind  I  saw  visions  of  stirring  deeds,  and  wealth  and 
fame,  and  Carette  seemed  nearer  to  me  than  ever  she 
had  been  since  she  went  to  Peter  Port. 


CHAPTER  XVI 

HOW  I  WENT  TO  SEE  TORODE  OF  HERM 

The  next  morning  found  me  running  in  under  La 
Givaude  for  the  landing-place  on  Brecqhou,  where  my 
boat  could  be  safely  in  spite  of  the  rising  tide 

I  was  in  the  best  of  spirits,  for  low  spirits  come  of 
havmg  nothing  to  do,  or  not  knowing  what  to  do  or 
how  to  do  it.  My  next  step  was  setUed,  lead  where 
It  might.  I  was  going  privateering,  and  now  I  was 
gomg  to  see  Carette.  and  I  intended  to  let  her  know 
that  I  was  going  and  why,  so  that  there  should  be 
no  mistake  about  it  while  I  was  away. 

I  scrambled  gaUy  up  to  the  path  that  leads  into 
the  Island,  and  everything  was  shining  bright  like 
the  mside  of  an  ormer  sheU— the  sea  as  blue  as  the 
sky,  except  close  under  the  headlands,  where  it  was 
clear,  soft  green  ;  the  waves  farther  out  flashed  in  the 
sunlight  and  showed  their  white  teeth  wherever  they 
met  the  rocks  ;  and  the  rocks  were  yeUow  and  brown 
and  black,  and  all  fringed  with  tawny  seaweed,  and 
here  beside  me  the  golden-rod  flamed  yeUow  and 
orange,  and  the  dark  green  bracken  swung  lazily  in 
the  breeze.  •' 

And  then,  of  a  sudden,  a  shot  rang  out,  and  a  bullet 
flew  past  my  head,  and  cut  my  whistUng  short 
"  What  fool's  that  ?  "  I  shouted  at  the  smoke  that 
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floated  out  from  behind  a  lump  of  rock  in  front,  and 
a  young  man  got  up  lazily  from  behind  it,  and  stood 
looking  at  me  as  he  rammed  home  another  charge. 

"  You'll  be  hurting  someone  if  you  don't  take  care," 
I  said. 

"  I  do  when  I  care  to.    That  was  only  a  hint.    Who 
are  you,  and  what  do  you  want  here  ?  " 

"  I'm  Phil  Carr«,  of  Belfontaine.    I  want  to  see 
Monsieur  Le  Marchant— and  Ma'm'zelle  Carette." 

"  Oh,  you  do,  do  you  ?    And  what  do  you  want 
with  them  ?  " 

"  I'll  tell  them  when  I  see  them.    Do  you  always 
wish  your  friends  good-morning  with  a  musket  on 
BrecqLou  ?  " 
•'  Our  friends  don't  come  till  they're  asked." 
"  Then  you  don't  have  many  visitors,  I  should  say." 
"  All  V  '  want,"  was  the  curt  reply. 
He  was  a  tall,  well-built  fellow,  some  years  older 
than  myself,  good-looking,  as  all  the  Le  Marchants  were, 
defiant  of  face  and  careless  in  manner.    He  looked,  in 
fact,  as  though  it  would  not  have  troubled  him  in  the 
least  if  his  bullet  had  gone  through  my  head. 

He  had  finished  loading  his  gun,  and  stood  blocking 
the  way,  with  no  intention  of  letting  me  pass.  i*nd 
how  long  we  might  have  stood  there  I  do  not  know, 
when  I  saw  another  head  bobbing  along  among  the 
golden-rod,  and  another  of  the  brothers  came  up  and 
stood  beside  him. 

"  What  is  it,  then,  Martin  ?  Who  is  he  ?  "  he  asked, 
staring  at  me. 

"  Says  he's  Phil  Cairi,  of  Belfontaine,  but " 

And  the  other  dark  face  broke  into  a  smUe.    "  Tiens, 

I  remember.    You  came  across  once  before " 

'  Yes.    You  had  the  measles." 


158 


CARETTE  OF  SARK 


"  And  what  brings  you  this  time,  Phil  Carr<  ?  " 

"  I  want  to  speak  with  Monsieur  Le  Marchant." 

"And  to  see  Carette,  I  think  you  said.  Monsieur 
Phil  Cut6,"  said  the  other. 

"  Certainly." 

"Come  along,  then,"  said  Helier,  the  new-comer. 
"  There  is  no  harm  in  Phil  Carr*.  You  have  not  by 
any  chance  gone  into  the  preventive  service.  Monsieur 
Carr^  ?  "  he  laughed. 

"  Not  quite.  I'm  off  to  the  privateering.  It's  that 
I  want  to  speak  to  your  fath  r  about." 

"  How  then  ?  "  he  asked  with  interest,  as  we  walked 
along  towards  the  great  wooden  house  in  the  hollow. 
"  How  does  it  concern  him  ?  " 

"  Torode  of  Heiln  is  the  cleverest  privateer  round 
here,  they  say.  I  thought  to  try  with  him,  and  your 
father  knows  more  about  him  than  anyone  else." 

"  Ah  I  Torode  of  Herm  I  Yts,  he  is  a  clever  man 
is  Torode.  But  he  won't  take  you,  mon  gars.  He 
picks  his  own,  and  there  is  not  an  Island  man  among 
them." 

The  first  thing  I  saw  when  I  entered  the  house  was 
Carette,  busy  at  one  of  the  bunks  in  the  dinmess  at 
the  far  end  of  the  room.  She  looked  round,  and 
then  straightened  up  in  surprise. 

"Why,  Phil?  What  are  you  doing  here?  One 
moment " — and  I  saw  that  she  was  tying  a  bandage 
round  the  arm  of  the  man  in  the  bunk.  His  eyes 
caught  the  light  from  the  windows  and  gleamed 
savagely  at  me  under  his  rumpled  black  hair.  A 
similar  face  looked  out  from  an  adjoining  bunk.  When 
she  had  finished  she  came  quickly  across  to  me. 

"  Measles  again  ?  "  I  said,  remembering  my  former 
visit. 
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"  Yet,  measle*,"  she  said,  with  the  colour  in  her  face 
an'^  questions  in  her  eyes. 

-ime  to  see  your  father,  and  if  I  was  in  luck, 
yourself  also,  Carette." 

"  He  is  sleeping,"  she  said,  with  a  glance  towards  a 
side  room.  "  He  was  anxio  -  about  these  two,  and 
he  would  take  the  night  watc>-  They  are  feverish, 
you  see." 

"  I  will  wait." 

"  He  won't  be  long.    He  never  takes  much  sleep. 

What  do  you  want  to "  and  then  some  sudden 

thought  sent  a  flush  of  colour  into  her  face  and  a 
quick  enquiry  -nto  her  eyes,  and  she  stopped  short 
and  stood  looking  at  me. 

"  It's  this,  Carette "  iind  then  the  door  of  the 

side  room  opened  quietly  and  Jean  Le  Marchant  came 
out,  looking  at  us  with  much  surprise. 

He  was  very  little  changed  since  I  had  seen  him  last. 
It  was  the  same  keen,  handsome  face,  with  its  long 
white  moustache  and  cold  dark  eyes,  somewhat  tired 
at  the  moment  with  their  night  duties. 

"  And  this  is ?  "  he  asked  suavely,  as  I  bowed. 

"It  is  Phil  Carr«,  of  Belfontaine,  father,"  said 
Carette  quickly.    "  He  has  come  to  see  you." 

"  Very  kind  of  Monsieur  Carrd.  It  is  not  after  my 
health  you  came  to  enquire,  monsieur  ?  " 

"  No,  sir.  It  is  this.  I  have  decided  to  go  priva- 
teering, and  I  want  to  go  with  the  best  man.  I  am 
told  Torode  of  Herm  is  the  best,  and  that  you  can  tell 
me  more  about  him  than  anyone  else." 

"Ah— Torode!  Yes,  be  is  a  very  clever  man  is 
Torode— a  clever  man,  ^ad  very  successful.  And 
privateering  is  undoubtedly  the  game  rowac"  ys. 
Honest  free-trading  Un't  in  it  compared  with  the 
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privateering,  though  even  that  isn't  what  it  was,  they 
say.  Like  everything  else,  it  is  overdone,  and  many 
mouths  make  scant  faring.  And  so  you  want  to  go 
out  with  Torode  ?  "  he  asked  musingly. 

"That  is  my  idea.  You  see,  monsieur,  I  have 
spent  nearly  four  years  in  the  trading  to  the  Indies, 
and  I  am  about  as  well  off  as  when  I  started— except 
in  experience.  Now  I  want  to  make  something— all 
I  can,  and  as  quickly  as  I  can.  And,"  I  said,  plunging 
headlong  at  my  chief  object  in  coming,  "  my  reasons 
stand  there,"  and  I  pointed  to  Carette,  who  jumped 
at  the  suddenness  of  it,  and  coloured  finely,  and  bit 
her  lip,  and  sped  away  on  some  household  duty  which 
she  had  not  thought  of  till  that  moment. 

Monsieur  Le  Marchant  smiled,  and  the  two  young 
men  laughed  out. 

"  Ma  foi  I  "  said  the  old  man.  "  You  are  frank, 
mon  gars." 

"  It  is  best  so.  I  wanted  you  to  know,  and  I 
wanted  Carette  to  know,  though  I  think  she  has  known 
it  always.  I  have  never  thought  of  any  but  Carette, 
and  as  soon  as  I  am  able  I  will  ask  her  to  marry  me." 

"  Whether  I  have  other  views  for  her  or  not  ? "  said 
her  father. 

"  No  other  could  possibly  love  Carette  as  I  do,"- 
at  which  he  smUed  briefly  and  the  others  grinned. 
"  I  have  only  one  wish  in  life,  and  that  is  to  care  for 
her  and  make  her  happy." 

"  That  is  for  the  future,  so  we  need  not  talk  about 
It  now.  If  you  make  a  fortune  at  the  privateering— 
who  knows  >  " 

"  And  what  can  you  tell  me  of  Torode,  monsieur  ? 
Is  he  the  best  man  to  go  out  with  ?  " 
"  He  has  been  more  successful  than  most,  without 
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dou-jt/'  and  the  keen  cold  eyes  rested  musingly  on 
me.  whUe  he  seemed  to  be  turning  deep  thoughts  in 
his  nun^  ••  Yes.  Why  not  try  him  ?  And  after 
your  first  voyage  come  across  again,  and  w-  v/iU  talk 
It  over.  Martin."_to  the  man  who  had  given  me 
good-mommg  with  his  musket.-"  you  are  too  long 
away  from  your  post.    Allez  I  "  * 

"  There  was  nothing  in  sight  till  Monsieur  Carr« 
came  round  the  comer."  said  Martin,  and  went  off 
to  his  look-out. 

"  These  preventive  men,  with  their  constant  new 
regulations,  are  an  annoyance."  said  the  old  man 

T!!,^"  J  ^°'"%°*  "**"  *'"  ^  setting  hurt  one 
of  these  days.  It  is  a  pity  the  Government  can't 
kave  honest  traders  alone.  They  worry  you  also  on 
bercq,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"  I  hear  of  them.    But  we  have  nothing  to  do  with 

the  tradmg  at  Belfontaine,  so  they  don't  trouble  us  " 

Ah  no,  I  remember.    Well,  come  acr-^ss  again  after 

yoM  first  voyage  and  teU  us  how  you  g     on.  Monsieur 

HeUer  sauntered  back  with  me  towards  the  landi  i  - 
place.  Carette  had  disappeared.  I  wondered  if  ':^y 
had"he^d    "^  had  offended  her,  but  I  was  glad  she 

I  pulled  out  of  the  little  bay  and  ran  up  my  lug 
and  sped  straight  across  to  Harm.  Every  rock  wa! 
known  to  me,  even  though  it  showed  only  in  a  ring 
of  widening  circles  or  a  flattening  of  the  danci„i 
rfi^f  7^  f.  straining  coil,  for  we  had  been  in  the 
Tor^  °!  i!  "^  ^"'^  vraicking  here  regularly  untU 
1  orode  took  possession.    And  many  was  the  time  I  had 

S  T  ^^"^  'i^^  °^  ^^^  '°^'''"g  •'°^t  ^nd  sought  in 
the  depths  for  the  tops  of  the  great  rock-pillars  Ihich 
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once  held  up  the  bridge  that  joined  Brecqhou  to 
Henn  and  Jethou.  But  now  the  fishing  and  vraicking 
were  stopped,  for  Torode  liked  visitors  as  little  as  did 
Jean  Le  Marchant. 

And  as  I  went  I  thought  of  Carette  and  how  she 
looked  when  I  spoke  about  her  to  her  father.  And  one 
minute  I  thought  I  had  seen  in  her  a  brief  look  which 
was  not  entirely  discontent,  and  the  next  minute  I 
was  in  doubt.  Perhaps  it  was  a  gleam  of  anger  and 
annoyance.  I  could  not  tell,  for  the  chief  thing  I 
had  seen  in  her  face  was  undoubtedly  a  vast  confusion 
at  the  publicity  of  my  declaration.  In  my  mind  also 
was  the  contradiction  of  Helier  Le  Marchant's  assertion 
that  Torode  would  take  no  Island  man  into  his  crew, 
and  his  father's  advice  to  go  and  try  him.  I  was 
inclined  to  think  that  Helier  would  prove  right,  for, 
even  with  my  four  years*  experience  of  men  and 
things,  I  saw  that  Monsieur  Le  Marchant  was  beyond 
my  understanding. 

My  boat  swirled  into  the  narrow  way  between  Henn 
and  Jethou,  where  the  water  came  up  lunging  and 
thrusting  like  great  black  jelly-fish.  I  dropped  my 
sail  and  took  the  oars,  and  stood  with  my  face  to  the 
bows  and  pulled  cautiously  among  the  traps  and 
snares  that  lay  thick  on  every  side  and  still  more 
dangerously  out  of  sight.  So  I  crept  round  the 
south  of  Herm  and  drew  into  the  little  roadstead  on 
the  west. 

And  the  first  thing  I  saw,  and  saw  no  other  for  a 
while,  was  the  handsomest  ship  I  had  ever  set  eyes 
on.  A  long  low  black  schooner,  with  a  narrow  beading 
of  white  at  deck  level,  and  masts  that  tapered  off 
into  fishing-rods.  She  was  pierced  for  six  guns  a-side, 
and  a  great  tarpaulin  cover  on  the  forecastle  and 
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but  how  she  would  Ll^tl7£y  weather"i  S 
not  so  sure.  Anyway,  a  craft  to  make  rsaUoTs  hea^ 
hungry  to  see  her  loosed  and  free  of  the  seas  S^ 
sat  the  water  like  a  gull,  so  li^htiv  thJ  k  ,! 
expected  a  sudden  unfolding  of  wS  ^L  "^^ 

flight  into  the  blue.  ^  ^    *"**  *  '°*"°S 

I  was  still  gazing  with  all  mv  eves    anH  ^„v*- 
slowly  in,  when  a  sha^,  hail  brruK;  r^und^al"^ 
a  n,an  who  leaned  with  his  arms  on  a  wl  o/'S 
and  looked  over  and  down  at  me 

"  Hello  there  !  " 

To'.rhiLl}.'^^^"^''  '^^  ^*-  ^'^^^  •*  --  young 

From  my  position  I  could  see  little  pvr,.„f  ti,»   ■  • 
^ound  in  the  oiddle  of  the^Srh't^^'irthf 
impression,  chiefly  no  doubt  from  what  I  hJu      j 
and  iro^  the  thin  curls  of  smX  ttt  rose  t  a'Sfe 
behind  hmi  that  there  was  quite  a  number  oThouts 
there.    In  fact  the  place  had  aU  the  look  of  a  fortTfiel 

"  Tiens !    It  is  Monsieur  Carrd    is  it  nnf  ?     a  ^ 

:Ss-^---ifri^rHir 
strc^s^r-hS?^»{5H 

"■Set'"'  ""  r  ?'  ^^-^^^  byToncT^enl: 
'■loTZri^Z'^'"'^-    ^^•^«*°^-eenP" 

She's  aTautyT  '"  ^''^  ^'^"^  '"'  '""^  P"-*-"ng. 
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"  Oh-ho  !    Tired  of  honest  trading  ?  " 

"  I  didn't  know  privateering  had  become  dishonest." 

"  Bit  different  from  what  you've  been  accustomed 
to,  isn't  it  ?  " 

"  Bit  more  profitable  anyway,  so  they  say.  Are 
you  open  for  any  hands  ?  " 

But  Torode  had  turned  and  was  in  conversation 
with  someone  inside  the  rampart.  I  heard  my  own 
name  mentioned,  and  presently  he  disappeared  and 
his  place  was  taken  by  an  older  man  whom  I  knew 
instinctively  for  the  great  Torode  himself. 

A  massive  black  head,  and  a  grim  dark  face  with  a 
week's  growth  of  bristling  black  hair  about  it,  and  a 
dark  moustache, — a  strong  lowering  face,  and  a  pair 
of  keen  black  eyes  that  bored  holes  in  one ;  that  was 
Torode  of  Herm  as  I  first  set  eyes  on  him. 

He  stared  at  me  so  long  and  fixedly,  as  if  he  had 
never  seen  anything  like  me  before,  that  at  last,  out 
of  sheer  discomfort,  I  had  to  speak. 

"  Monsieur  Torode  ?  "  I  asked,  and  after  another 
staring  pause,  he  said  grufiSy — 

"  B'en  !    I  am  Torode.    What  is  it  you  want  ?  " 

"  A  berth  on  your  ship  there." 

"  And  why  ?    Who  are  you,  then  ?  " 

"  Your  son  knows  me.  My  name  is  Carr6, — Phil 
Carr6.     I  come  from  Sercq." 

"  Where  there  ?  " 

"  Belfontaine." 

"  Does  your  father  live  there  ?  " 

"  He's  dead  these  twenty  years.  I  live  with  my 
mother  and  my  grandfather." 

He  seemed  to  be  turning  this  over  in  his  mind,  and 
presently  he  asked — 

"  And  they  want  you  to  go  privateering  ?  " 


ill 
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■*  I  don't  say  they  want  me  to.    It's  I  want  to  go. 

They  are  wilhng— at  aU  events  they  don't  object  " 
"  And  why  do  you  go  against  their  wishes  ?  " 
"  WeU,  it's  this  way.  Monsieur  Torode.    I've  been 

four  voyages  to  the  West  and  there's  no  great  things 

'".'.  ;,n-  "?"*.  *°  ^  **°'"«'  something  more  for  myself  " 
^^  Why  don  t  you  try  the  free-trading  ?  " 
"Ah,  there  I    We  have  never  taken  to  the  free- 

tradmg,  but  I  don't  know  why." 
"  Afraid  maybe." 

•'  Weli! 'thTn  J  "''■    ""'"'"'  """'^  "''  privateering." 
•_•  My  folks  don't  like  it.    That's  all  I  know." 
'■  But  they'U  let  you  go  privateering  ?  " 
''Yes,"  I  said,  with  a  shrug  at  my  own  lack  of 

"And   free-trading   isn't!    You'll   never   make   a 

stri^  s^-'"  ™°"  ^^'^'    ^""'"^  *°°  """""^  '"  ^^^d»g- 

"  I  don't  know,"   I  said,   somewhat  ruffled     "  I 

frTIL  w"/t°T  """^T-    "^^  ^°"«"  ^  Frenchman 
"  c  y^tl^"*^'^''  ^""^  ^^«  ''^en  twice  wrecked." 
So !    WeU,  we're  fuU  up,  and  business  is  bad  or 

we  wouldn't  be  lying  here." 
"  And  you  won't  give  me  a  trial  '  " 
"  No !  " 

"  And  that's  the  last  word  ?  " 

"  That's  the  last  word." 

"Then  I'U  wish  you  good-day,  monsieur.  I  must 
try  elsewhere  and  I  dropped  into  my  seat  and  puUed 
away  down  the  little  roadstead 

an?r?l!'  '^°'°^!  "^^^  '""  '^^°'ng  °ver  the  wall, 
and  watchmg  me  fixedly,  when  I  turned  the  comer  of 
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the  outer  ridge  of  rocks  and  crept  away  through  the 
mazy  channels  towards  Peter  Port.  When  I  got 
farther  out,  and  could  get  an  occasional  glimpse  of  the 
rampart,  he  was  still  leaning  on  it  and  was  still  staring 
out  at  me  just  as  I  had  left  him. 


CHAPTER  XVII 

HOW  I  WENT  OUT  WITH  JOHN  OZANNE 

Thehe  was  no  dfficulty  in  finding  John  Ozanne.  I 
made  out  his  burly  figure  and  red-whiskered  face 
on  the  harbour  waU  before  I  had  passed  Castle  Comet 
and  heard  his  big  voice  good-humouredly  roaring  to 
the  men  at  work  in  the  rigging  of  a  large  schooner 
that  lay  alongside. 
He  greeted  me  with  great  goodwill. 
"  Why,  surely,  Phil,"  he  said  very  heartily,  in  reply 
to  my  request.  "  It'«  not  your  grandfather's  boy  I 
would  be  refusing,  and  it's  a  small  boat  that  won't 
take  m  one  more.  What  does  the  old  man  say  to 
your  gomg  ?  "  •' 

"  He's  willing,  or  I  wouldn't  be  here." 
"That's  aU  right,  then.    What  do  you  think  of 
her  ? 

We  were  standing  on  the  harbour  wall,  looking 
down  on  the  schooner  on  which  the  riggers  were  busy 
renewing  her  standing  gear. 

"  A  good  staunch  boat,  I  should  say.  What  can 
you  get  out  of  her  ?  "  J-  <■  «-in 

"  Ten  easy  with  these  new  spars,  and  she  can  come 
up  as  close  as  any  boat  I've  ever  seen-except  maybe 
yon  black  snake  of  Torode's,"— with  a  jerk  of  the 
head  towards  Herm.    "  Seen  her  ?  " 

■»7 
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How's  she  in  bad  weather  ?  " 
We  can  stand  a  heap  more 


"  Yes,  I've  seen  her. 

"  Wet,  I  should  say, 
than  she  can." 

"  When  do  you  expect  to  get  off  ?  " 

"  Inside  a  week.  Come  along  and  have  a  drink 
It  s  dry  work  watching  these  fellows." 

So  we  went  along  to  the  ca«  just  behind  us,  and 
It  was  while  we  were  sitting  there,  sipping  our  cider 
and  I  was  tellmg  him  of  my  last  voyage  and  after- 
joumeymgs,  that  a  man  came  in  and  slapped  down 
on  the  table  in  front  of  us  a  printed  bill  which,  as 
It  turned  out  afterwards,  concerned  us  both  more 
nearly  than  we  knew. 

"Ah!"  said  John  Ozanne,  "I'd  heard  of  that. 
If  we  happen  across  him  we'll  pick  up  that  five 
thousand  pounds  or  we'U  know  the  reason  why." 

It  was  a  notice  sent  out  by  one  John  Julius  Anger- 
stem,  of  Lloyds  in  the  City  of  London,  on  behalf  of 
the  merchants  an  t  shipowners  there,  offering  a  reward 
of  five  thousand  pounds  for  the  capture,  or  proof  of  the 
destruction,  of  a  French  privateer  which  had  for  some 
tune  past  been  making  great  play  with  British  shipping 
m  the  Channel  and  Bay  of  Biscay.  She  was  described 
as  a  schooner  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  tons  or  there- 
abouts, black  hull  with  red  streak,  carrying  an  unusually 
large  crew  and  unusually  heavy  metal.  She  flew  a  white 
flag  with  a  red  hard  on  it,  her  red  figure-head  was  said 
to  represent  the  same  device,  and  she  was  known  by 
the  name  of  La  Mair  Rouge. 

John  Ozanne  folded  the  biU  methodically  and 
stowed  It  safely  away  in  his  pocket-book. 

"  It'd  be  a  fortune  if  we  caught  him  full,"  he  said 
thoughtfully.  "They  say  he  takes  no  prizes.  Just 
helps  himself  to  what  he  wants  like  a  highwayman. 
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and  then  sheers  off  and  looks  out  for  another.  Rare 
pickings  he  must  have  had  among  some  of  those  fat 
Eist  Indiamen.  Here's  to  our  falling  in  with  him  !  " 
and  we  clicked  our  mugs  on  that  right  hopefuUy. 

"  What  weight  do  we  carry  ?  "  I  asked,  in  view  of 
the  Frenchman's  heavy  guns,  our  own  not  being  yet 
mounted. 

"Four  eighteens  a -side,  and  one  twenty-four 
.orward  and  one  aft.  There'll  be  some  chips  flying 
if  we  meet  hmi,  but  we'll  do  our  best  to  close  his  fist 
and  stop  his  grabbing.  You're  wanting  to  get  back  ? 
Come  over  day  after  to-morrow  and  give  me  a  hand. 
I'll  be  glad  of  your  help ; "  and  I  dropped  into  my 
boat  and  pulled  out  into  the  wind,  and  ran  up  my 
lug  for  home. 

"  So  you  saw  Torode  himself,  Phil  ?  And  what  is 
he  like  ?  "  asked  my  grandfather,  as  I  told  them  the 
day  s  doings. 

"  Big,  black,  grim-looking  fellow.  Just  what  you'd 
expect.  On  the  whole  I'm  not  sorry  I'm  going 
with  John  Ozanne.  He  seems  pleased  to  have  me 
too,  and  that's  something." 

"  I'd  much  sooner  think  of  you  with  him,"  said 
my  mother.  "  I  know  nothing  of  Monsieur  Torode, 
but  nobody  seems  to  like  him." 

George  Hamon  said  much  the  same  thing,  and 
spoke  highly  of  John  Ozanne  as  a  cautious  seaman, 
which  I  well  knew  him  to  be. 

Jeanne  Falla  laughed  heartily  when  I  told  her  of 
my  visit  to  Brecqhou,  which  I  did  very  fully. 

'' Mon  Gyu,  Phil,  mon  gars,  but  you're  getting  on  ! 
And  you  told  her  to  her  face  before  them  aU  that 
you  wanted  to  marry  her?  It's  as  odd  a  style  of 
woomg  as  ever  I  heaid." 


i  :* 
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.K^yf '  r"  T'  ^  '^°**«*  "»««  t"  »>«  no  mistake 
ab«ut  ,t  Aunt  Jeanne.  If  I  don't  see  Carette  agS 
before  I  l«,ve,  she  wiU  know  how  the  knd  lies  at  aU 
events.  If  she  takes  to  young  Torode  while  I'm  away 
It  s  because  she  likes  him  best." 
'•  And  she,— Carette,— what  did  she  say  to  it  ?  " 

She  didn't  say  anything." 

"Tutsi    How  did  she  look,  boy?    A  girl  tells 

more  Math  her  face  and  her  eyes  than  with  he?  tongue 

even  when  they  say  opposite  thinp."  ' 

"I'm  not  sure  how  she  took  it,  Aunt  Jeanne. 

How  would  you  have  taken  it,  now  ?  " 

"  Ma  f^ !  It  would  depend,"  she  laughed,  her  old 
fa«  creasmg  up  with  merriment.  "  If  it  was  Monsieur 
Right  I  wouldn't  have  minded  maybe,  though  I 
might  be  a  bit  taken  aback  at  the  newest  way  in 
courtmg.  •' 

''Well,  I  thought  she  looked  something  like  that 
And  then,  afterwards,  I  wasn't  sure  she  wasn't  angiy 
about  ..  I  don't  know.  I've  had  so  little  to  d^ 
with  girls,  you  see." 

«J.^*^/°"!f  ""'  ^*"^  "»"*=''  ™°'"«'  however  much 
"  w  «    T  '^  °"^y  *  ^y  ®*>"'  ""on  gars." 

Well  I'm  going  to  do  a  man's  work,  and  it's  for 
Carette  I  m  going  to  do  it.  Put  in  a  good  word  for 
me  whUe  I  m  away,  won't  you  now.  Aunt  Jeanne  ? 
Carette  is  more  to  me  than  anything  else  in  the  world." 

himstif'?'  ^'""    ""'■    ^""^   y°"    ^^    T°^°'^« 

T„K  ""^^  ^"'"^  ^l'  ^  ^  ^^^  *°  *«"  ^''out  Torode,  and 
John  Ozanne,  whom  she  had  known  as  a  boy 

He  was  always  good-hearted  was  John,  but  a  bit 

Slow  and  easy-going,"  said  she.     "  But  we'U  hope  for 
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"  Will  Carette  be  across  in  the  next  day  or  two  ?  " 

"  I  doubt  it.  Those  two  who  got  hurt  wiU  need 
her.  If  you  don  t  see  her  you  shall  leave  me  a  kiss 
for  her,"  she  chirped. 

•'  rU  give  you  a  dozen  now,"  I  cried,  jumpinif  up 
and  givuig  her  the  full  tale  right  heartily.        •^    '>    ^' 

"Ma  {6  yes  I  You  are  getting  on,  mon  gara,"  she 
said,  as  she  set  the  black  sun-bonnet  straight  again. 

You  tackle  Carette  that  way  next  time  you  see  her 
and "  ' 

••  Mon  Gyu,  I  wouldn't  dare  to  I "  And  Aunt  Jeanne 
still  found  me  subject  for  laughter. 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

HOW  WE  CAME  ACROSS  MAIN  ROUGE 

I  WAS  sorely  tempted  to  run  across  to  Brecqhou  for 
one  more  sight  of  Carette  before  I  left  home,  but 
decided  at  last  to  leave  matters  as  they  were.  Beyond 
the  pleasure  of  seeing  her  I  could  hope  to  gain  little 
for  she  was  not  the  one  to  show  her  heart  before  others' 
and  too  rash  an  endeavour  might  provoke  her  to  that 
which  was  not  really  in  her. 

As  things  were  I  could  cheri<!h  the  hopes  that  were 
m  me  to  the  fullest,  and  one  makes  better  weather 
with  hope  than  with  doubt.  Carette  knew  now  all 
that  I  could  tell  her.  and  Aunt  Jeanne  would  be 
a  tower  -A  strength  to  me  in  my  absence.  I  could 
leave  the  leaven  to  work.  And  I  think  that  if  I  had 
not  given  my  mother  that  last  day  she  would  have 
felt  it  sorely,  and  with  reason. 

The  deepest  that  was  in  us  never  found  very  full 
vent  at  Belfontaine,  and  that,  I  think,  was  due  very 
krgely  to  the  quiet  and  kindly,  but  somewhat  rigid 
Quakerism  of  my  grandfather.    We  felt  and  knew 
without  babbling  into  words. 

So  aU  that  day  my  mother  hovered  about  me  with 
a  quiet  face  and  hungry  eyes,  but  never  one  word 
that  might  have  darkened  my  going.  She  had  braced 
her  heart  to  it,  as  the  women  of  those  days  had  to  do 
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and  as  all  women  of  all  times  must  whose  men  go  down 
to  the  sea  in  ships. 

And  I  do  not  think  there  was  any  resentment  in 
her  mind  at  my  feeling  for  Carette.  For  she  spoke 
of  her  many  times  and  always  in  the  nicest  way,  seeing 
perhaps  the  pleasure  it  gave  me.  She  was.  a  very  wise 
and  thoughtful  woman,  though  not  so  mur"'  given  to  the 
expression  of  her  wisdom  as  was  Jean,  ij  Falla,  and 
I  think  she  understood  that  this  too  was  inevitable, 
and  so  she  had  quietly  brought  her  mind  to  it.  But 
after  all,  all  this  is  but  saying  that  her  tower  of  quiet 
strength  was  built  on  hidden  foundations  of  faith 
and  hope,  and  her  mother-love  needed  no  telling. 

Next  day  my  grandfather  and  Krok  made  holiday, 
in  order  to  carry  me  over  to  Peter  Port  and  see  the 
SwaUow  for  themselves,  and  my  mother's  fervent 
"  God  keep  you,  Phil !  "  and  all  the  other  prayers 
that  I  felt  in  her  arms  round  my  neck,  were  with 
me  still  as  we  ran  past  Rrecqhou,  and  I  stood  with 
an  arm  round  the  mast  looking  eagerly  for  possible, 
but  unlikely,  sight  of  Carette. 

We  were  too  low  down  to  see  the  house,  which  lay 
in  a  hollow.  The  white  waves  were  ripping  like  comets 
along  the  fringe  of  ragged  rocks  under  the  great  granite 
cliffs,  and  our  boat  reeled  and  plunged  under  the  strong 
west  wind,  and  sent  the  foam  flying  in  sheets  as  we 
tacked  against  the  cross  seas. 

We  were  running  a  short  slant  past  Moie  Batarde, 
before  taking  a  long  one  for  the  Grands  Bouillons, 
when  a  flutter  of  white  among  the  wild  black  rocks 
of  the  point  by  the  Creux  k  Vaches  caught  my  eye, 
and  surely  it  was  Carette  herself,  though  whether 
she  hid  known  of  our  passage,  or  was  in  the  habit 
of  frequenting  that  place,  I  could  not  telL    I  took  it 
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to  myielf,  however,  and  waved  a  h.<>r«..  *■ 

Jjnd  the  last  «ght  I  had  of  hTaJd'cotetSbfy 
have  had  a  better,  was  her  hand  waWng  fSe^  S^ 

Say^To'cle^'lTa?  .''?!?'"'*  ^-  -  f^^a^y'^ 
TbLl?.  fi^.  I  ***  '"'*'  "y  8«ndfather  about 
JSk  K^***"^""'*  *"«*  '«'«>  «n^^ged  so  upon 
we  were  l^kS,"  7"^''  **'  ''"  '"'  hlelf  and'l^ 

KrwS'-f  h'rd?r:vEr..X"bet™  hJ 

^dLle^^reado^ytrusnu^^^^^ 
^7-^,,''*^,^'^"e-beeT:tttaitn2rg^e:: 

r?or^oSr,o!;^  °«-  ^-^^^^  "*'- 

••  =.„!?*'l*''?*  **  '^^"^'"^  ^  raen  are  made,"  he  said 

for  Jl  7Z  ^*  «r  ''^  8°^  °"  business,  so  if's  S 
for  ws  to  be  on  the  move  too     We'll  m,V!.  ! 

your  boy,  PhUip."  We  U  make  a  man  of 

smUe^    P"^"*"""    ^^'d    "y  grandfather    with   a 

but  £n^"Ja,  'J:^  a¥-"  "'  "°*  '^^  *°  ^"^  '^«- 
I  m  not  complaining." 

pleUed"rheS.r"\^"*  ^""''^  ^^^^  l'^*"  "etter 
pieasea  it  he  hadn  t  wanted  so  much." 

'■  But  L  t2^^  ™y  grandfather  with  his  quiet  smile. 

But,  as  Jeanne  Falla  says,  '  Young  calves ' " 

I  know,  I  know,"  laughed  John  Ozonne     "  She's 
a  famous  wise  woman  is  Jeanne  Falla,  and  many  a 
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licking  the  gave  me  when  I  wa.  .  boy  for  .tealing 
her  apples  round  there  at  Cobo."  ^^ 

When  my  grandfather  waved  his  hand,  as  they  ran 
out  past  CasUe  Comet,  the  last  link  broke  between 
Sercq  and  myself  for  many  a  day.  Before  I  saw 
any  of  them  agam-except  the  distant  sight  of  the 
Island  lying  hke  a  great  blue  whale  nu«rlin,<  its 
young  as  we  passed  up  Little  Russel  next  moming- 

iT/  *f"«»/^'^  '»»PP«'«='^  '°^  the  changing  of  m^y 
hves  I  ha.d  seen  much,  suffered  much,  and  learned 
much,  and  it  is  of  these  things  I  have  to  tell  you 

We  cast  off  next  day.  amid  the  cheers  and  wavinw 
of  a  gTMt  crowd.  Half  Peter  Port  stood  on  the 
walb  of  the  old  harbour.  Some  had  friends  and 
relatives  on  board,  and  their  shoutings  were  akin  to 
lusty,  veJed  prayers  for  their  safe  return.  Some 
had  eggs  m  our  basket,  and  in  wishing  us  good  speed 
were  not  without  an  eye  to  the  future,  anTma^S 
were  akeady  counting  their  possible  chickens.  We 
gave  them  cheer  for  cheer,  and  more  again  for  the 
bt.  Sampson  people.  Then,  with  all  our  new  swine 
making  a  gallant  show,  we  swept  past  Grand  Bray 
and^  Ancresse,  and   turned  our  nose  to  the   loith- 

waTwent  "^  «  the  best  of  spirits.    The  Swallow 

Ddr  of  hS'"i*''^'l'"/™''^'  '^^  ^''"^^d  a  livelier 
paiT  of  heels  than  I  had  looked  for,  and  that   in  an 
Ishmaehtish  craft  was  a  consideration  and  a  coi^ort 
^he  was  roomy  too,  and  would  make  better  times  of 

WackTir  w'°"^'*'  *?^^"  "°"''^  ^■"-'^^'^  b-utif^ 
man  J  u"  ^*  *"'*  '«*y  '"^'^  ^"  t°W.  and  every 
sufficienrco  fiH  '"'  '""'^^^^^  «'«  were  on,  and  wi«^ 

Sw  th„.^a^  ""  ""  J°^  °"^"^  *°  '»^1'«  a  willing 
crew,  though  among  us  there  were  not  lacking  good- 
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humoured  jokes  anent  his  well-known  easy-gomg, 
happy-go-lucky  proclivities.  These,  however,  would 
make  for  comfort  on  board,  and  for  the  rest,  he  was 
a  good  seaman  and  might  be  expected  to  do  his  utmost 
to  justify  the  choice  of  his  fellow-townsmen,  and  he 
was  said  to  have  a  considerable  stake  in  the  matter 
himself. 

We  had  four  mates,  all  tried  Peter  Port  men,  and 
our  only  fears  were  as  to  possible  lack  of  the  enemy's 
merchant  ships  in  quantity  and  quality  sufficient  for 
our  requirements.  On  the  second  day  out,  a  slight 
haze  on  the  sky-line  shortening  our  view,  the  sound 
of  firing  came  down  to  us  on  the  wind,  and  John 
Ozanne  promptly  turned  the  Swallow's  beak  in  that 
direction. 

We  edged  up  closer  and  closer,  and  when  the  haze 
lifted,  came  on  a  hot  Uttle  fight  in  progress  between 
a  big  ship  and  a  small  one,  and  crowded  the  rigging 
and  bulwarks  to  make  it  out. 

"  Little  chap's  a  Britisher,  I'll  wager  you,"  said  old 
Martin  Cohu,  the  bo's'un. 
"  A  privateer  then,  and  t'other  a  merchantman." 
"  Unless  it's  t'other  way  on.  Anyway  the  old 
man  will  make  'em  out  soon  ;  "  and  we  anxiously  eyed 
John  Ozanne  working  away  with  his  big  brass-bound 
telescope,  as  we  slanted  up  towards  the  two  ships, 
first  on  one  tack  then  on  the  other. 

The  larger  vessel's  rigging  we  could  see  was  badly 
mauled,  the  smaller  ship  dodged  roimd  and  round  her, 
and  off  and  on,  plugging  her  as  fast  as  the  guns  could 
be  loaded  and  fired. 

"  That's  no  merchantman,"  said  old  Martin.  "  A 
French  Navy  ship — a  corvette— about  fifteen  guns  a- 
sic  2  maybe,  and  t'other's  an  EngUsh  gun  brig  ;  making 
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Taie  game  of  her  she  is  too.    Minds  me  of  a  doe  and 
a  bull.  ^ 

"  Maybe  the  old  man'll  take  a  hand  just  for  practice  " 

And  John  Ozanne  was  quite  willing.  We  were 
ordered  to  quarters,  and  ran  in,  with  our  colours  up 
prepared  to  take  our  share.  But  the  commander 
of  the  bng  had  his  own  ideas  on  that  matter,  strong 
ones  too,  and  he  intimated  them  in  the  most  unmis- 
takable way  by  a  shot  across  our  bows,  as  a  hint  to 
us  to  mmd  our  own  business  and  leave  him  to  his 

A  hoarse  laugh  and  a  ringing  cheer  went  up  from 
the  Swallow  at  this  truly  bull-dog  spirit,  and  we  drew 
off  and  lay-to  to  watch  the  result. 

The  Frenchman  was  fully  three  times  the  size  of  his 
plucky  httle  antagonist,  but  the  Englishman  as  usual 
had  the  advantage  in  seamanship.  He  had  managed 
to  cnpple  his  enemy  early  in  the  light,  and  now  had 
It  all  his  own  way.  We  watched  tiU  the  Frenchman's 
colours  came  down,  then  gave  the  victors  another 
hearty  cheer,  and  went  on  our  way  to  seek  fiehtinff  of 
our  own.  ^       ^ 

For  three  days  we  never  sighted  a  sail.    We  had 
turned  south  towards  the  Bay,  and  were  beginning 
to  doubt  our  luck,  when,  on  the  fourth  day,  a  stiff 
westerly  gale  forced  us  to  bare  poles.    During  the 
night  It  waxed  stronger  stiU,  and  the  little  Swallow 
proved  herself  weU.    Next  morning  a  long  hne  of 
great  ships  went  gallantly  past  us  over  the  roaring 
seas,  shepherded  by  two  stately  frigates,-an  East 
Indian   convoy  homeward   bound.    Late   that   day 
the  fifth  of  our  cruising,  we  raised  the  topmasts  of  a 
large  ship  and  made  for  her  hopefully. 
_   'A  merchantman,"  said  Martin  Cohu  disgustedly, 
and  Enghsh  or  Fm  a  Dutchman.    One  of  the  con- 
la 
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voy  lagged  behind.  No  pickings  for  us  this  time,  my 
lads." 

But  there  was  more  there  than  he  expected. 

There  was  always  the  chance  of  her  having  been 
captured  by  the  French,  in  which  case  her  recapture 
would  bring  some  little  grist  to  our  mill,  and  so  we 
crowded  sail  for  her.  And,  as  we  drew  nearer,  it  was 
evident,  from  the  talk  among  John  Ozanne  and  his 
mates,  that  they  could  see  more  through  their  glasses 
than  we  could  with  our  eyes 

"  Guyabble  !  "  cried  old  Martin  at  last.  "  There's 
another  ship  hitched  on  lo  her  far  side.  I  can  see  her 
masts.  Now,  what's  this  ?  A  privateer  as  like  as 
not,  and  we'll  ^ave  our  bite  yet,  maybe." 

And  before  long  we  could  all  make  out  the  thin 
masts  of  a  smaller  vessel  between  the  flapping  canvas 
of  the  larger.  John  Ozanne  ordered  us  to  quarters, 
and  got  ready  for  a  fight.  He  gave  us  a  hearty  word 
or  two,  since  every  man  Mkes  to  know  what's  in  the 
wind. 

"  There's  a  schooner  behind  yonder  Indiaman,  my 
lads,  and  it's  as  Ukely  as  not  she's  been  captured.  If 
so  we'll  do  our  best  to  get  her  back,  for  old  England's 
sake,  and  our  own,  and  just  to  spite  the  Frenchman. 
If  the  schooner  should  prove  the  Red  Hand,  and 
that's  as  hke  as  not,  for  he's  the  pluckiest  man  they 
have,  you  know  what  it  means.  It'll  be  hard  fight- 
ing and  no  quarter.  But  he's  worth  taking.  The 
London  merchants  have  put  a  price  on  him,  and 
there'll  be  that,  and  himself,  and  a  share  in  the  India- 
man  besides,  and  we'll  go  back  to  Peter  Port  with  our 
pockets  lined." 

We  gave  him  a  cheer  and  hungered  for  the  fray. 

John  Ozanne  took  us  round  in  a  wide  sweep  to  open 
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the  ships,  and  every  eye  and  g^s  was  glued  to  them 
As  we  rounded  the  Indiaman's  great  gilded  stem 
about  a  mUe  away,  it  did  not  need  John  Ozanne's 
emphatic-  It  s  him  !  "  to  teU  us  we  were  in  for  a 
tough  fight,  and  that  three  prizes  lay  for  our  taking 
We  gave  John  another  cheer,  tightened  our  belts  and 
perhaps-I  can  speak  for  one  at  all  events-wondered 
gnmly  how  it  would  be  with  some  of  us  a  couple  of 
hours  later.  ^ 

The  Frenchman  cast  off  at  once  and  came  to  meet 
us,  the  Red  Hand  flyuig  at  his  masthead,  the  red 
lump  ^:  his  bows,  the  red  streak  clearly  visible  just 
below  the  open  gun-ports. 

"  Do  your  duty,  lads,"  said  John  Ozanne.  "  There'll 
be  tough  work  for  us.  He  carries  heavy  metal  We'll 
close  with  him  at  all  odds,  and  then  the  British  bull- 
dog must  see  to  it." 

We  gave  him  another  cheer,  and  then  a  cloud  of 
white  smoke  burst  from  the  Frenchman's  fore  deck 
and  our  topmast  and  aU  its  hamper  came  down  with 
a  crash,  and  our  deck  rumbled  with  bitter  curses 

-^  hun  !  "    said    Martin    Cohu.    "  That  -    not 
fair  play     D^mantling  shot  or  I'm  a  Dutchman  I 

It  s  only  devils  and  Yankees  use  shot  like  that     

me,  if  we  don't  hang  him  if  we  catch  him  " 

John  Ozanne  tried  him  with  our  long  gun  forward 
but  the  shot  feU  short.  In  point  of  metaf^e  fS 
man  beat  us,  and  our  best  hope  was  to  close  with  him 
as  qmckly  as  possible. 

But  he  knew  that  quite  as  weU  as  we.  He  was  weU 
up  to  his  busmess,  and  chose  his  own  distance.  His 
next  shot  swept  along  our  deck,  smashing  half  a 

tZT  "°''  ^""^"y-  ^^  *'^^  'tself  romid  the 
»oot  of  the  mainmast,  wounding  it  badly.    And  then 
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I  saw  for  the  first  time  that  most  hideoiw  missile 
which  the  Americans  had  introduced,  but  which 
other  nations  declined  to  use,  as  barbarous  and  un- 
civilised. It  was  a  great  iron  ring  round  which  were 
looped  iron  bars  between  two  and  three  feet  long. 
The  bars  played  freely  hke  keys  on  a  ring,  and  splayed 
out  in  their  flight,  and  did  the  most  dreadful  execu- 
tion. Intended  originally,  I  believe,  for  use  only 
against  hostile  spars  and  rigging,  this  rascally  free- 
booter put  them  to  any  and  every  service,  and  with 
his  powerful  armament  and  merciless  ferocity  they 
went  far  towards  explaining  his  success. 

For  myself,  and  I  saw  the  same  in  all  my  shipmates, 
the  first  sense  of  dismayed  impotence  in  the  face  of 
those  most  damnable  whirling  flails  very  soon  gave 
place  to  black  fury.  For  the  moment  one  thing  only 
did  I  desire,  and  that  was  to  be  within  arm's  reach 
of  the  Frenchman,  cutlass  in  hand.  Had  he  been 
three  times  our  number  I  doubt  if  one  of  them  would 
have  escaped  if  we  had  reached  him.  My  heart  felt 
like  to  burst  with  its  boiling  rage,  and  all  one  could 
do  was  to  wait  patiently  at  one's  post,  and  it  was 
the  hardest  thing  I  had  ever  had  to  do  yet. 

John  Ozanne  made  us  all  lie  down,  save  when  a 
change  of  course  was  necessary,  while  he  did  his 
utmost  to  get  the  weather  gauge  of  the  enemy.  And 
he  managed  it  at  last  by  a  series  of  tacks  which  cost 
us  many  men  and  more  spars.  Then,  throwing 
prudence  to  the  winds,  he  drove  straight  for  the 
Frenchman  to  board  him  at  any  cost.  It  was  our 
only  chance,  for  his  heavier  guns  would  have  let  him 
plug  us  from  a  distance,  till  every  man  on  board  was 
down. 

We  gave  a  wild  cheer  as  we  recognised  the  success 
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of  John  Ozaiine's  manoeuvring,  and  every  man  gripped 
his  steel  and  ground  his  teeth  for  a  fight  to  the  death 

But  It  was  not  to  be.  Death  was  there,  but  no 
fight.  For,  as  we  plunged  straight  for  the  Frenchman 
following  every  twist  he  made,  and  eager  onlv  fo^ 
the  leap  at  his  throat,  our  little  ship  began  to  roll  in 
a  sickly  f^hion  as  she  had  never  done  before,  and 
men  looked  mto  one  another's  faces  with  fears  in 
their  eyes  beyond  any  aU  the  Frenchmen  in  the  world 
could  put  there.  And  the  carpenter,  who  had  been 
on  deck  with  the  rest,  bursting  for  the  fight,  tumbled 

Ife    utt  ^^^  "^  '"  ""  '"°'"^"*  ""'^^  ^  ^^^« 

nn7^1'  ^°^^  'v  ^  ''"''^'  ^"'^  '*  ^^^  his  last  word, 
hi^  fT  "^^^  ^"^  ^^^*  °^  ^h'^""g  b^rs  scattered 
frr  ijy''  °^^^"l  '"*°  ^""^S"^"*^  ^'"d  then  shore 
Its  way  through  the  bulwarks  behind.  And  the 
winged  Swallow  began  to  roll  under  our  feet  in  the 
way  that  makes  a  seaman's  heart  grow  sick. 

The  Frenchman  never  ceased  firing  on  us     No 
matter.    It  was  only  a  choice  of  deaths.    Not  a  man 
among  us  would  have  asked  his  hfe  from  him,  even 
If  the  chance  had  been  given,  and  it  was  not 
strSf)  V^^  Frenchman  showed  him  coming 

straight  for  us.    I  saw  the  great  forecastle  gun  belch 
^s  cloud  of  smoke.    The  v^ater  v.as  spouting  up  in 

Sen'  IT,  '\T^'.°"  ^'^"PP^^^-    It  came  foai^ing 

s^Ii//       T    1'  *^^°"«^  °'""  g""  P°rts.    Then,  in 

ohd  green  sheets  it  leaped  up  over  the  bulwarks,  and 

2  l^^°°^y''^^'  "1  which    wiried  and    twisted 
When  I  came  up  through  the  roaring  green  water 
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I  found  myself  within  arm's  length  of  the  foretopsail- 
yard,  to  which  a  strip  of  ragged  sail  still  hung.  I 
hooked  my  arm  over  it  and  looked  round  for  my 
comrades.  About  a  score  of  heads  floated  in  tjie 
belching  bubbles  of  the  sunken  ship,  but  even  as  I 
looked  the  number  lessened,  for  the  Island  men  of 
those  days  were  no  swimmers.  A  burly  body  swung 
past  me.  I  grabbed  it,  dragged  it  to  the  spar  and 
hoisted  its  arm  over  it.  It  was  John  Ozanne,  and 
presently  he  recovered  suificiently  to  get  his  other 
arm  up  and  draw  himself  chest-high  to  look  about 
him.  The  light  spar  would  not  support  us  both,  and 
I  let  myself  sink  into  the  water,  with  only  a  grip  on 
a  hanging  rope's  end  to  keep  in  tow  with  it. 

John  Ozanne  gazed  wildly  round  for  a  minute,  and 
then  raised  his  right  arm  and  volubly  cursed  the 
Frenchman,  who  was  coming  right  down  on  us. 

"  Oh,  you  devils  !    You  devils  I    May "  and 

then  to  my  horror,  for  with  the  wash  of  the  waves  in 
my  ears  I  could  hear  nothing,  a  small  round  hole 
bored  itself  suddenly  in  his  broad  forehead,  just  where 
the  brown  and  the  white  met,  and  he  threw  up  his 
arms  and  dropped  back  into  the  water. 

I  made  a  grab  for  him,  but  he  was  gone,  Pnd  even 
as  I  did  so  the  meaning  of  that  hideous  little  round 
hole  in  his  forehead  came  plain  to  me.  The  French- 
man was  shooting  at  every  head  he  could  see. 

I  dragged  the  spar  over  me,  and  floated  under  the 
strip  of  sail  with  no  more  than  my  nose  showing 
between  it  and  the  wood,  and  the  long  black  hull, 
with  its  red  streak  glistening  as  though  but  just  new 
dipped  in  blood,  swept  past  me  so  close  that  I  could 
ha.ve  touched  it.  Through  the  opening  between  my 
sail  and  the  spar  I  could  see  grim  faces  looking  over 
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the  side,  and  the  flash  and  smoke  of  muskets  as  the 
poor  strugglers  beyond  were  shot  down  one  by  one 

I  lay  there-in  fear  and  trembling,  I  confess,  for 
agamst  cold-blooded  brutality  such  as  this  no  man's 
courage  may  avail-till  the  last  shots  had  long  died 
away  And  when  at  last  I  ventured  to  raise  my  head 
and  look  about  me,  the  Frenchman  was  stretchine 
away  to  the  north-east  and  the  Indiaman  was  press- 
mg  to  the  north,  and  both  were  far  away.  The  sun 
^k  hke  a  ball  of  fire  dipped  in  blood  as  I  watched. 
The  long  red  traU  faded  off  the  waters,  and  the  soft 
colours  out  of  the  sky.  The  sea  was  a  chill  waste 
of  tumbling  waves.  The  sky  was  a  cast-iron  shutter. 
The  manhood  went  out  of  me,  and  I  sank  with  a  sob 
on  to  my  frail  spar,  for  of  aU  our  company  which  had 
sailed  so  gallantly  out  of  Peter  Port  five  days  before 
I  was  the  only  one  left,  and  the  rest  had  all  been  done 
to  death  m  most  foul  and  cruel  fashion. 


CHAPTER  XIX 

HOW  I  FELL  INTO  THE  RED  HAND 

I  MUST  have  (alien  into  a  stupor,  as  the  effect  of  the 
temble  strain  on  mind  and  body  of  aU  I  had  gone 
through.  For  I  remember  nothing  of  that  first  night 
on  the  spa:,  and  only  came  slowly  back  to  sense  of 
sodden  pain  and  hunger  when  the  sun  was  up.  Some 
sailorly  instinct,  of  which  I  have  no  recoUection 
whatever,  had  taken  a  turn  of  the  rope  under  my 
arms  and  round  the  yard,  and  so  kept  me  fro.u  slipping 
away.  But  I  woke  up  to  agonies  of  cold— a  sodden 
deadness  of  the  limbs  which  set  me  wondering  numbly 
if  I  had  any  legs  left— and  a  gnawing  hunger  and 
emptmess.  I  felt  no  thirst;  perhaps  because  my 
body  was  so  soaked  with  water.  In  the  same  dull 
way  the  horrors  of  the  previous  day  came  back  on 
me,  and  I  wondered  heavily  if  my  dead  comrades 
had  not  the  better  lot. 

But  the  bright  sun  warmed  the  upper  part  of  me 
and  I  essayed  to  drag  my  dead  legs  out  of  the  water,' 
if  perchance  they  might  be  warmed  back  to  life  also. 
They  came  back  in  time,  with  horrible  pricking  pains 
and  cramps  which  I  could  only  suffer,  lest  I  should 
roll  off  into  the  water.  And  if  I  had,  I  am  "not  at  aU 
sure  that  I  would  have  struggled  further,  so  weary 
and  broken  had  the  night  left  me. 
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M  that  day  I  lay  on  my  spar,  warmed  into  meagre 
life  by  the  sun.  and  tortured  at  first  with  the  angry 
clamour  of  an  empty  stomach,  for  it  was  full  twenty 
hours  since  I  had  eaten,  and  the  wear  and  tear  alone 
would  have  needed  very  full  supplies  to  make  good. 
But  m  time  the  bitter  hunger  gave  place  to  a  sick 
emptiness  which  I  essayed  to  stay  by  chewing  bits 
of  floatmg  seaweed.  And  this,  and  the  drying  of  my 
body  by  the  sun,  brought  on  a  furious  thirst,  to  which 
the  sparkhng  water  that  broke  against  my  spar  proved 
a  most  horrible  temptation.  So  torturing  was  it 
in  the  afternoon  that  the  sodden  cold  of  the  night 
now  seemed  as  nothing  in  comparison,  and  to  reheve  it 
I  dropped  my  body  into  the  water  to  soak  again. 

Not  a  sail  did  I  see  that  whole  day,  but  being  so 
low  m  the  water  my  range  was  of  course  very  limited 
In  the  tmies  when  I  could  get  away  for  a  moment  or 
two  from  my  hunger  and  thirst,  my  thoughts  ran 
hombly  on  the  previous  day's  happenings-those 
hurthng  iron  flails  against  which  we  were  powerless 
—that  httle  round  hole  that  bored  itself  in  John 
Ozanne's  forehead— that  cold-blooded  shooting  of 
drownmg  men— the  monstrous  brutality  of  it  aU  I 
What  Uttle  blood  was  in  me,  and  cold  as  that  was 
surged  up  into  my  head  at  the  recoUection,  and  set 
me  swaying  on  my  perch. 

And  then  -ly  thoughts  wandered  o.-f  to  the  poor 
souls  m  Peter  Port,  hopefully  speculating  on  the  luck 
we  were  hke  to  have,  counting  on  the  return  of  those 
whose  broken  bodies  were  dredging  the  bottom  below 
me,— to  the  shocking  completeness  of  our  disasters, 
iruly  when  it  all  came  back  on  me  like  that  I  felt 
mchned  at  times  to  loose  my  hold  and  have  done  with 
aie.     And   then   the   thought  of   Carette,   and   my 
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mother,  and  my  grandfather,  and  Krok,  would  brace 
me  to  further  precarious  clinging  with  a  wanning 
of  the  heart,  but  chiefly  the  thought  of  Car  .i,  and 
the  good-bye  she  had  waved  to  me  from  the  point 
of  Brecqhou. 

I  might,  perhaps,  with  reason  have  remembered 
that  what  had  happened  to  us  was  but  one  of  the 
natural  results  of  warfare— barring,  of  course,  the 
murderous  treatment  of  which  no  British  seaman 
ever  would  be  guUty.  But  I  did  not.  My  thoughts 
ran  wholly  on  the  actual  facts,  and,  as  I  have  said, 
faintly  at  time*,  but  to  my  salvation,  on  Carette  and 
home. 

While  the  sun  shone,  and  the  masses  of  soft  white 
cloud  floated  slowly  against  the  blue,  hope  still  held 
me,  if  precariously  at  times.  At  midday,  indeed, 
the  fierce  bite  of  his  rays  on  my  bare  back — ^for  we 
haa  stripped  for  the  fight  and  I  had  on  only  my  breeches 
and  belt — combined  with  the  salting  of  the  previous 
night  and  the  dazzle  of  the  dancing  waves  added 
greatly  to  my  discomfort.  I  felt  like  an  insect  under 
a  burning  glass,  and  suffered  much  until  I  had  the 
sense  to  slice  a  piece  off  my  sail  with  my  knife  and 
pull  it  over  my  raw  shoulder  bones.  But  when 
night  fell  again,  the  chill  waste  of  waters  washed  in 
on  my  soul  and  left  me  desolate  and  hopeless,  and 
I  hardly  hoped  to  see  the  dawn. 

I  remember  little  of  the  night,  except  that  it  was 
full  of  long-drawn  agony  and  seemed  as  if  it  would 
never  end.  But  for  the  rope  under  my  arms  and  the 
loop  of  the  sail,  into  which  some  time  during  the  night 
I  slipped,  I  must  have  gone,  and  been  lost. 

In  the  morning  the  sun  again  woke  what  life  was 
left   in   me.     I   had   been   nearly   forty-eight   hours 
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without  food  or  drink,  and  strained  on  the  edge  of 
death  every  moment  of  that  time.  It  was  but  the 
remnant  of  a  man  that  lay  like  a  rag  across  the  spar, 
and  he  looked  only  for  death,  and  yet  by  instinct 
clung  to  life. 

And  when  my  weary  eyes  lifted  themselves  to  look 
dully  round,  there,  like  a  white  cloud  of  hope,  came 
hfe  pressing  gloriously  towards  me — a  pyramid  of 
snowy  canvas,  dazzling  in  the  sunshine,  the  upper 
courses  of  a  very  large  ship. 

She  was  still  a  great  way  off,  but  I  could  see  down 
to  her  lower  foretop-gallant  sail,  and  to  my  starting 
eyes  she  seemed  to  grow  as  I  watched  her.  She  was 
coming  my  way,  and  I  have  Uttle  doubt  that,  in  the 
weakness  of  the  moment  and  the  sudden  leap  of  hope 
when  hope  seemed  dead,  I  laughed  and  cried  and 
behaved  like  a  witless  man.  I  know  that  I  prayed 
God,  as  I  had  never  prayed  in  m}'  life  before,  that 
she  might  keep  her  course  and  come  close  enough  for 
some  sharp  eye  to  see  me. 

Now  I  could  see  her  fore  and  main  courses,  and 
presently  the  black  dot  of  her  hull,  and  at  last  the 
white  curl  at  her  forefoot,  as  she  came  pressing  gallantly 
on,  just  as  though  she  knew  my  need  and  was  speeding 
her  best  to  answer  it. 

While  she  was  still  far  away,  I  raised  myself  as  high 
as  I  could  on  my  spar  and  waved  my  rag  of  sail 
desperately.  I  tried  to  shout,  but  could  not  bring 
out  so  much  as  a  whisper.  I  waved  and  waved.  She 
was  coming — coming.  She  was  abreast  of  me,  and 
showed  no  sign  of  having  seen  me.  She  was  passing 
—passing.  I  remember  scrambling  up  onto  the 
spar  and  waving — waving — ^waving 
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1  came  to  myself  in  the  comforting  confinement  of 
a  bunk.  I  could  touch  the  side  rnd  the  roof.  Thev 
were  real  and  wild.  I  rubbed  my  hand  on  them. 
There  was  mighty  comfort  and  assurance  of  safety 
m  the  very  feel  of  them. 

I  lay  between  white  sheets,  and  there  was  a  pillow 
under  my  head.  1  tried  to  raise  my  head  to  look 
about  me,  but  it  swam  like  oil  in  a  pitching  lamp 
and  I  was  gUd  to  drop  it  on  the  pillow  again.  The 
place  was  full  of  creakings.  a  sound  I  knew  right  weU. 

A  door  opened.  I  turned  my  head  on  the  pillow 
and  saw  a  stout  little  man  looking  at  me  with  much 
interest. 

"  Ah  ha  !  "  he  said,  with  a  friendly  nod.  "  That's 
all  right.  Come  back  at  last,  have  you  ?  Narrow 
squeak  you  made  of  it.  How  long  had  you  been  on 
that  spar  ?  " 

"  I  remember— a  night  and  a  day— and  a  nieht— 
and  the  beginning  of  a  day,"  I  said,  and  my  voice 
sounded  harsh  and  odd  to  me. 

"  And  nothing  to  eat  or  drink  ?  " 

"  I  chewed  some  seaweed,  I  think." 

"  Must  have  been  in  excellent  condition  or  you'd 
never  have  stood  it." 

"  What  ship  ?  " 

"Plinlimmon  CasOe,  East  Indiaman,  homeward 
bound.  This  is  sick-bay.  You're  in  my  charge. 
Hungry  ?  "  •'6 

_'|  No  "  and  I  felt  surprised  at  myself  for  not  being. 
I  should  think  not,"  he  laughed.  "  Been  dropping 
soup  and  brandy  into  you  every  chance  we  got  for 
tw'enty-four  hours  past.     Head  swimmy  ?  "    * 

"  Yes,"  and  I  tried  to  raise  it,  but  dropped  back 
onto  the  pillow. 
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"Another  bit  of  sleep  and  you  shall  tell  us  all 
about  it."  And  he  went  out.  and  I  fell  asleep  again. 
I  woke  next  time  to  my  wits,  and  could  sit  up  in 
the  bunk  without  my  head  going  round.  The  little 
doctor  came  in  presently  with  another  whom  I  took 
to  be  the  captain  of  the  Indiaman.  He  was  elderly 
and  jovial-looking,  face  like  brown  leather,  with  a 
fringe  of  white  whisker  all  round  it. 

In  answer  to  his  questions  I  told  him  who  I  was, 
and  where  from,  and  how  I  came  to  be  on  the  spar. 

"  But,  by 1 "  he  swore  lustily,  when  I  came  to 

the  flying  flaUs  and  the  shooting  of  the  drowning 
men,  "  that  was  sheer  bloody  murder !  " 

"  Murder  as  cruel  as  ever  was  done,"  I  said,  and 
told  him  further  of  the  round  hole  that  bored  itself 
in  John  Ozanne's  forehead  right  before  my  eyes. 

"  %  , '  "  he  said  again,  and  more  lustily  than 

ever.    "  I  hope  to  God  we   don't  run  across  him  ! 
Which  way  did  he  go,  did  you  say  ?  " 

"  He  went  off  nor'-east,  but  his  prowling-ground 
is  hereabouts.    What  guns  do  you  carry,  sir  ?  " 
"  Ten  eighteen-pound  carronades." 
I  shook  my  head.    "  He  could  play  with  you  as 
he  did  with  us,  and  you  could  never  hit  back." 

" h'™  !  "  said  the  old  man,  and  went  out 

much  disturbed. 

The  cheery  little  doctor  chatted  with  me  for  a 
few  mmutes,  and  told  me  that  both  they  and  the 
Indiaman  we  saw  Red  Hand  looting  belonged  to  the 
convoy  we  had  seen  pass  three  days  before,  but, 
havmg  sprung  some  of  their  upper  gear  in  the  storm, 
they  had  had  to  put  into  Lisbon  for  repairs,  and  the 
rest  could  not  wait  for  the  two  lame  ducks. 
"  Think  he'U  come  across  us  ?  "  he  asked  an.xiously. 
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For  I  don't  see  what 


"  I'll  pray  God  he  doesn't, 
you  can  do  if  ne  does." 

"  I'm  inclined  to  think  that  the  best  thing  would 
be  to  let  him  take  what  he  wants  and  go.  He  let 
the  Mary  Jane  go,  you  say  ?  " 

"  She  went  one  way  and  he  the  other,  when  he'd 
sunk  us,  and  we  were  told  he  rarely  makes  prizes. 
Just  helps  himself  to  the  best,  like  a  pirate.  He's  just 
a  pirate,  and  nothing  else." 

"  Discretion  is  sometimes  the  better  part  of  valour  " 
he  said  musingly.  "  When  you  can't  fight  it's  no 
good  pretending  you  can,  and  this  old  hooker  can't 
do  more  than  seven  knots,  and  not  often  that.  We've 
been  last  dog  aU  the  way  round.  The  frigates  used 
to  pepper  us  tiU  they  got  tired  of  it ;  "  and  he  went 
out,  and  I  knew  what  his  advice  would  be  if  he  should 
be  asked  for  it. 

About  midday  I  felt  so  much  myself  again— untU 
I  got  onto  my  feet,  when  I  learned  what  forty-eight 
hours  starving  on  a  spar  can  take  out  of  a  man- 
that  I  got  up  and  dressed  myself,  by  degrees  in 
some  things  I  found  waiting  for  me  in  one  of 'the 
other  bunks. 

I  hauled  myself  along  a  passage  till  I  came  to  a 
gangway  down  which  the  sweet  salt  air  poured  like 
new  hfe,  and  the  first  big  breath  of  it  set  my  head 
spmning  again  for  a  moment. 

I  was  hanging  on  to  the  handraO  when  a  man 
came  tumbling  down  in  haste. 

"It's  you."  he  cried,  at  sight  of  me.  "  Cap'n 
wants  you:"  and  we  went  up  together,  and  along 
the  deck  to  the  poop,  where  the  captain  stood  with 
his  officers  and  a  number  of  ladies  and  gentlemen. 
From  the  look  of  them  they  aU  seemed  c^turbed 
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"  9.^/'"  said  t;.e  captaiii.  ^  I  climbed  the  ladder 

look    there!       s    that    the  villain  ?"»n^' 

pointed  over  the  s.ar,x>ardqu.rter.  ^ 

One  look  was  eiiouKi.  i  r  me  T  \>^a  -t  j  l  , 
enough  at  that  long  Wck  hu^U  thref  d^  beJ:.? 
wh.le  :t  thrashed  us  to  death  with  its  wS 
devilnes  And  there  was  no  mistaking  the  spl™f 
red  on  his  foretopsail.  '^ 

honi*'"  !j™' ^^^Pt^'n;"  and  the  ladies  wrung  their 
hands,  whUe  the  men  looked  deadly  grim   and  th. 

b^^l"";°f  ^  "^'=''  *"™  ^°"g  tSr/eck  and  came 
back  and  stood  in  front  of  them 

'■It's  not  in  an  Englishman's  heart   to  eive  in 

tl  haWt^f^'l'-'  '^  ^^•'^  ^™«3^'  "-d  I'^  not  S 
the  habit  of  asking  any  man's  advice  about  my  own 
busmess,  but  from  what  this  man  says  th™  -^ 
villain  over  yonder  can  flay  us  to  pieces  at  his  plea^ 
and  we  can't  touch  him ;  "  and  he  looked  at  me 
That  IS  so,"  I  said. 

take^IlTL'"*  '"1"  ^T  ^^  ^^y  ^^^  '^h^"^  are  he'U 

take  aU  he  wants  and  go.    If  we  fight My  God 

how  can  we  fight  ?  We  can't  reach  him  mat 
woiJd  you  do  now?  You've  been  through' it ^ce 
with  him.    he  turned  suddenly  on  me. 

throat^"  ^^^  ^"^'  °*  '"y  "^^  '°  ''^^^  ^  grip  of  his 
n^ymJ.}^'''  ^°"  ^''  '^'''  ""^^'-  these  conditions, 

lou  imow  how  far  your  carronades  will  carry." 
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"  Get  you  below,  all  of  you,"  he  said  to  his  white- 
faced  passengers.  "  No  need  to  get  yourselves  killed. 
He'll  probably  go  for  our  spars,  but  when  shots  are 
flying  you  can't  teU  what'U  happen.  Stop  you  with 
me  !  "  he  said  to  me,  and  the  poop  cleared  quickly  of 
all  outsiders. 

The  schooner  came  on  like  a  racehorse.  While  yet 
a  great  way  off  a  puff  of  smoke  baUed  out  on  his  fore- 
deck  and  disappeared  before  the  report  reached  us. 

"  That's  blank  to  tell  us  to  stop.  I  must  have  more 
to  justify  me  than  that,"  said  the  captain,  and  held  on. 
Another  belch  of  white  smoke  on  the  schooner,  and 
in  a  minute  our  foremast  was  sliced  through  at  the  cap, 
and  the  foretopmast,  with  its  great  square  sails,  and 
their  hamper,  was  banging  on  the  deck,  while  the 
jibs  and  staysail  fell  into  the  sea  to  leeward,  and  the 
big  ship  fell  off  her  course  and  nosed  round  towards  the 
wind. 

him !    That's    dismantling    shot    and    no 

mistake  about  it.  There's  nothing  else  for  it.  Haul 
down  that  flag  !  "  cried  the  captain ;  and  we  were 
captive  to  Red  Hand. 

"  Sink  his boats  as  he  comes  aboard,  sir  I  "  said 

one  of  the  mates  in  a  black  fury.    "  He's  only  a 

pirate." 

"  I  would,  if  we'd  gain  anything  by  it,"  said  the 
captain  grimly.  "  But  it'd  only  end  in  him  sinking  us. 
Our  pop-guns  are  out  of  it ;  "  and  they  stood  there,  with 
curses  in  their  throats— it  was  a  cursing  age,  you  must 
remember— and  faces  full  of  gloomy  anger,  as  helpless 
against  the  Frenchman's  long-range  guns  as  seagulls 
on  a  rock. 

The  schooner  came  racing  on,  and  rounded  to  with 
a   beautiful  sweep  just  out  of  reach  of  our  guns. 
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Depress  your  carronades  and  discharZ  /k  .'. 
ordered  a  black-bearded  youne:  rnan  in  h«  ®  T" 
English,  as  theyhooked  on     "«„n  •1°/''''^"""* 

will  blow  you  lu,  of  the  water  -       "  "  "'*'^'^^^""'  ^« 

the  Indiaman  •  some  nf  w  ^^T  S  ^""^^  alongside 

ch^ns   and  l^^rthi  ''Z:'^^''^^^  ™^ 
mob  of  roueh-loolfincT  r,=-  i  "^"Setner.     ihen  a 

side,  and  at^Vel^tfd  wTslnraTsill^Tl,  "^  °"' 
breath  caught  in  mv  fhrl?       ^  r^  *  °^  '^'>°«'  my 

in  startled 'i;.azem"L.tt'thdr    ort'''t™r^^ 
salting  should  have  set'ther^  ^tray       "^""^'^  '^°'"^' 

round  on  the  SmallowsTeclL  ^^^  f'""  '^^""S 
heads  of  my  strnZL  1^  ^'  '''^  '^"'^-  I  saw  the 
by  one  und7thos"lS  str^  "  •^^P'^^-g  °ne 
saw  once  more  that  little  r  ^k^  ^^^  schooner.  I 
O^e's  foTrhead  ^^the  "t'°\'T  I'^f  '"  ^""^ 
there  was  not  room  on  eirth  fo^Vn  ^"'^  ^'^^t 

which  w^So  tS  H  "'V'*  S""^  ""^'^  ^-e- 
rock  wall  of  Hem  wat.h '""~^'  ^^  '^^"^^  °^e'  the 
away  from^htToCStfterpirfS"/  ^""^'^ 

wonder  he  was  so  su'S  3,°""  ^^f*  ?«"■    No 
^^  u  buccesstul  and  came  back  full  from 
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every  cruise,  when  others  brought  only  tales  of  empty 
seas.  He  lived  in  security  on  British  soil  and  played 
under  both  flags.  By  means  of  a  quickly  assumed 
disguise,  he  robbed  British  ships  as  a  Frenchman,  and 
French  ships  as  an  Englishman.  That  explained  to  the 
full  the  sinking  of  the  Swallow  and  the  extermination 
of  her  crew.  It  was  to  him  a  matter  of  life  or  death. 
If  one  escaped  with  knowledge  of  the  facts,  the  devil- 
ment must  end.    And  I  was  that  one  man. 

His  keen  black  eyes  had  swept  over  us  as  he  came 
over  the  side.  I  shrank  small  and  prayed  God  he 
had  not  seen  me. 

He  walked  up  to  the  captain  and  said  gruffly,  "  You 
are  a  wise  man,  monsieur.  It  is  no  good  fighting 
against  the  impossible." 

"  I  know  it,  or  I'd  have  seen  you  damned  before  I'd 
have  struck  to  you,"  growled  the  old  man  sourly. 

"  Quite  so  !  Now,  your  papers,  if  you  please,  and 
quick  !  "  and  the  captain  turned  to  go  for  them. 

AU  this  I  heard  mazily,  for  my  head  was  still  whirring 
with  its  discovery. 

Then,  without  a  sign  of  warning,  like  one  jerked 
by  sudden  instinct,  Torode  turned,  pushed  through 
the  double  row  of  men  behind  whom  I  had  shrunk 
— and  they  opened  quickly  enough  at  his  approach— 
and  raising  his  great  fist  struck  me  to  the  deck  like 
an  ox. 

When  I  came  to  I  was  lying  in  a  bunk,  bound  hand 
and  foot.  My  head  was  aching  badly,  and  close  above 
me  on  deck  great  traffic  was  going  on  between  the 
ship  and  the  schooner,  transferring  choice  pickings 
of  the  cargo,  I  supposed,  when  my  senses  got  slowly 
to  work  again. 

But  why  was  I  there— and  still  alive  ?    That  was 
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a  puzzle   beyond  me   entirely.    By  all  riehf<!    an^ 

truly  according  to  my  expecLion"^  fslSd'have 

been  a  dead  man.    Why  was  I  here,  and  mihairoed 
save  for  a  singing  head  ?  """drraea, 

Puzzle  as  I  might,  I  had  nothing  to  go  unon  and 
could  make  nothing  of  .t.  But  sine!  I  wL  s"fll  "uve 
hope  grew  m  me.  For  it  would  have  been  no  more 
trouble  to  Xurode  to  kill  me-less  indeed.  And  Ze 
he  J^ad  not,  :t  could  only  Y.  because  he  had  other 

For  a  long  time  the  shuffling  tread  of  laden  men 
went  on  close  above  my  head-for  hours.  I  su™ 
The  sun  was  smkmg  when  at  last  the  heel  and  swi^g 

No   I  rri  1°''^  """  ^"  ^^^^  '°°^d  and  away 

No  shot  had  been  fired,  save  the  first  one  caUing 

the  Indiaman  to  stop,  and  the  second  one  that  drovf 

the  command  home.    To  that  extent  I  had  been  If 

semce  to  them,  bitter  as  surrender  without  a  figh 

^Iv  h^v'       /^  """^'y  ™P°^^'W^  '^^i^tance  cS 
only  have  ended  one  way  and  after  much  loss  of 

Long  after  it  was   dark   a  man   came  in  with  a 

Sri:;ihe%''f  T' "'  ^°"P'  s--^  -up  sS  a: 

a  pSniL't  ':^f-  ^e'setlh^  '^  °^  t''^''  ^"^ 
-defied  my  ht^  Sd^laSd  Sg  rf^tha^t 
LSfed"'°"  me,  and  stood  watching  me'till'l  had 

he'^never'' onen'eH'  V  °"^''*  '*  ""  ''°'°^'  ^-^elf,  but 
putr^Xit'^enltkr  ^--^--Pt  to 
again  and  went  out  ^  *^°"''  ^'  '''^  '"^'^^ds 

feu  tL"t  ^h7::t™inf  S"  ^^'^^  °^  "  ^"'  ^^^ 
m  tne  mommg  and  not  without  hope. 
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For,  as  a  rule,  civilised  men,  ruffians  though  they 
may  be,  do  not  feed  those  they  are  going  to  kill. 
They  kill  and  have  done  with  it. 

The  same  man  brought  me  coffee  and  bread  and 
meat,  and  stood  watching  me  again  with  his  back  to 
the  porthole  while  I  ate. 

It  was,  as  I  had  thought,  Torode  himself,  and  I 
would  have  given  all  I  possessed — which  indeed  was 
not  overmuch — to  know  what  was  passing  concerning 
me  in  that  great  black  head  of  his.  But  I  did  not  ask 
him,  for  I  should^  not  have  expected  him  to  tell  me. 
I  just  ate  and  drank  every  scrap  of  what  he  brought 
me,  with  as  cheerfiil  an  air  as  I  could  compass,  and 
thanked  him  poUtely  when  I  had  done. 


IN    THl:    CI.Kl-T    (JF    A 


KOCK. 


CHAPTER  XX 

HOW  I  LAY  IN  THE  CLEFT  OF  A  ROCK 

On  the  third  day  of  my  confinement,  and  as  near  as 
I  could  teU  about  midday,  the  smaU  round  porthole 
of  my  cabin  was  suddenly  darkened  by  a  flap  of  sail 
let  down  from  above,  purposely  I  judged,  and  shortly 
afterwards  I  found  the  ship  was  at  rest. 

It  was  after  dark  when  Torode  came  in,  and,  without 
a  word,  bandaged  my  eyes  tightly,  and  then  called 
m  two  of  his  men,  who  shouldered  me,  and  carried 
me  up  the  companion  and  laid  me  in  a  boat.  The 
passage  was  a  short  one,  about  as  far  I  thought  as,  say, 
from  the  anchorage  at  Herm  to  the  landing-place.' 
Then  they  shouldered  me  again,  and  stumbled  up  a 
rocky  way  and  along  a  passage  where  their  feet 
echoed  hollowly,  and  finaUy  laid  me  down  and  went 
away.  Torode  untied  my  hands  and  feet  and  took- 
off  the  bandage. 

By  the  light  of  his  lantern  I  saw  that  I  was  in  a 
rock  room,  with  rough  natural  waUs,  and  sweet  salt 
air  blowmg  in  from  the  farther  end.  There  was  food 
and  water,  and  a  mattress  and  blanket.  He  left  me 
without  a  word,  and  locked  behind  him  a  grating  of 
stout  iron  bars  which  fiUed  aU  the  space  between  floor 
and  roof.  I  was  long  past  puzzling  over  the  meaning 
ot  It  all.    I  ate  my  food,  and  lay  down  and  slept. 
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A  shaft  of  sunlight  awoke  j  <j,  and  I  examined  my 
new  prison  with  care.  It  was  a  bit  of  a  natural  rock 
passage,  such  as  I  had  often  seen  on  Sercq,  formed,  I 
have  been  told,  by  the  decay  of  some  softer  material 
between  two  masses  of  rock.  It  was  about  eight  feet 
wide,  and  the  roof,  some  twenty  feet  above  my  head, 
was  formed  by  the  falling  together  of  the  sides  which 
slop>ed  and  narrowed  somewhat  at  the  entrance. 
In  length,  my  room  was  thirty  paces  from  the  iron 
grating  to  the  opening  in  the  face  of  the  chff.  This 
opening  also  was  strongly  barred  with  iron.  The 
floor  of  the  passage  broke  off  sharply  there,  and 
when  I  worked  out  a  piece  of  rock  from  the  side  wall, 
and  dropped  it  through  the  bars,  it  seemed  to  fall 
straight  into  the  s  a  a  good  hundred  feet  below. 
The  left-hand  wall  stopped  a  foot  beyond  the  iron 
bars,  but  at  the  right  hand  the  rock  wall  ran  on  for 
twenty  feet  or  so,  then  turned  across  the  front  of  my 
window  and  so  obscured  the  outlook.  I  hated  that 
rock  wall  for  cutting  ofi  my  view,  but  it  was  almost 
all  I  had  to  look  at,  and  before  I  said  good-bye  to  it 
I  knew  every  tendril  of  every  fern  that  grew  on  it, 
and  the  colours  of  all  the  veins  that  ran  through  it,  and 
of  the  close-creeping  lichen  that  clothed  it  in  patches. 

By  squeezing  hard  against  the  bars  where  they  were 
let  into  the  rock  on  the  right,  I  foimd  I  could  just  get  a 
glimpse  of  the  free  blue  sea  rolling  and  tossing  outside, 
and  by  dint  of  observation  and  much  careful  watch- 
ing I  learned  where  I  was. 

For,  away  out  there  among  the  tumbling  blue 
waves,  I  could  just  make  out  a  double-headed  rock 
which  the  tide  never  covered,  and  I  recognised  it  as 
the  Grand  Amfroque,  one  of  our  steering  points  in 
Great  Russel. 
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So,  then,  I  was  in  Hem,  not  four  miles  away  from 
Brecqhou,  and  though,  for  any  benefit   the   know- 

f^H  "?%*?,""•  ^  ™8"  ^^  **"  ''«^«  «>«««  in  America 
Itself  It  stUl  warmed  my  heart  to  think  that  Carette 
was  there,  and  almost  within  sight  but  for  that  wretched 
wall  of  rock  If  fiery  longing  could  melt  solid  roik 
that  bamer  had  disappeared  in  the  twinklii  g  of  an 
eye. 

The  time  passed  very  slowly  with  me.  I  soent 
most  of  It  against  the  bars,  peering  out  at  the^a. 
Once  or  twice  distant  boats  passed  across  my  narrow 
2T ^'l<l^^*°nf  ered whowere  in  them.  And  I  thought 
sadly  of  the  folk  m  Peter  Port  still  looking  hopefully 
tor  the  Swallow,  and  following  her  possible  fortunes 
and  wishing  her  good  luck-and  she  and  aU  her  crew' 
except  myself,  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea.  as  foiS 
murdered  as  ever  men  in  this  worid  were 

.J^^t  u^'f'  ^''y  ^°'°*^^  ^™^«"  brought  me  food 
and  watched  me  steadfastly  while  I  ate  it.  His  over- 
f»^»  \f '"terest  never  seemed  to  slacken.  At  first 
It  troubled  me,  but  there  was  in  it  nothing  whatever 
t^r^^^'Z  "'"u*^^  °"''  '^'^  prisoner;  simply   2 

unTlTl  .  "'.""u'*  P"*  """  °"  ™y  ™e«le  to  keep 
up  a  bold    ront.  though  my  heart  was  heavy  enough 

at  times  at  the  puzzling  strangeness  of  it  all.  ^ 

I  thought  much  of  Carette  and  my  mother  and  mv 
grandfather  and  Krok,  and  I  walked  each  ^y  for 
S';    °^^  ^'°:  '°  ^"'^  ^'°-  t°  keep  myself  from 

sbwef  tht°r^°'"!  f  "P'''-  ^"*  *•>«  «^«  P-^sed 
slower  than  time  had  ever  gone  with  me  before 
arid  I  grew  sick  to  death  of  that  narrow  cleft  in  the 

By  a  mark  I  made  on  the  wall  for  each  day  of  my 
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stay  there,  it  was  on  the  tenth  day  that  Torode  first 
spoke  to  me  as  I  ate  my  dinner. 

"  Listen  I "  he  said,  so  unexpectedly,  after  his 
strange  silence,  that  I  jumped  in  spite  of  myself. 
"  Once  you  asked  to  join  us  and  I  refused.  Now  you 
must  join  us — or  die.  I  have  no  desire  for  your 
death,  but — well — you  understand." 

''  When  I  asked  to  join  you  I  believed  you  honest 
privateers.     You  are  thieves  and  murderers.     I  would 
sooner  die  than  join  you  now." 
"  You  are  young  to  die  so." 

"  Go  where  you  can,  die  when  you  must,"  I  answered 
in  our  Island  saying.  "  Better  die  young  than  live 
to  dishonour." 

He  picked  up  my  dishes  and  went  out.  But  I  could 
not  see  why  he  should  have  kept  me  alive  so  long 
for  the  purpose  of  killing  me  now,  and  I  would  not  let 
my  courage  down. 

One  more  attempt  he  made,  three  days  later,  with- 
out a  word  having  passed  between  us  meanwhile. 

"  Your  time  is  running  out,  mon  gars,"  he  said, 
as  abruptly  as  before.  "'  I  am  loth  to  put  you  away, 
but  it  rests  with  yourself.  You  love  Le  Marchant's 
girl,  Carette.  Join  us,  and  you  shall  have  her.  You 
will  live  with  us  on  Herm,  and  in  due  time,  when  we 
have  money  enough,  we  will  give  up  this  life  and 
start  anew  elsewhere." 

"  Carette  is  an  honest  girl " 

"  She  need  not  know — all  that  you  know." 

"  And  your  son  wants  her " 

When  you  have  had  no  one  to  speak  to  but  yourself 
for  fourteen  days,  the  voice  even  of  a  man  you  hate 
is  not  to  be  despised.  You  may  even  make  him  talk 
for  the  sake  of  hearing  him. 
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"  I  »»«*  it."  wid  Torode.    "  I  hear  she  favour,  you 
but  a  dead  man  is  no  good.    If  you  don't  get  her  a^ 
sure  as  the  sun  is  in  the  sky  the  boy  shaU  have  her." 
tven  so  I  will  not  join  you." 

"  And  that  is  your  last  word  ?  " 

"  My  last  word.     I  wiU  not  join  you.     I  have  lived 
honest.     I  will  die  honest."  *  nave  uvea 

"Soit!^'  he  growled,  and  went  away,  leaving  me 
to  somewhat  gloomier  thoughts.  ^ 


CHAPTER  XXI 

HOW  I  FACED  DEATHS  AND  LIVED 

On  the  sixteenth  day  of  my  imprisonment  I  had  stood 
against  my  bars  till  the  last  faint  glow  of  the  sunset 
faded  off  a  white  cloud  in  the  east,  and  all  outside 
had  become  gray  and  dim,  and  my  room  was  quite  dark. 
I  had  had  my  second  meal,  and  looked  as  usual  for 
no  further  diversion  till  breakfast  next  morning. 
But  of  a  sudden  I  heard  heavy  feet  outside  my  door, 
and  Torode  came  in  with  a  lantern,  followed  by  two 
of  his  men. 

"  You  are  still  of  that  mind  ?  "  he  asked,  as  though 
we  had  discussed  the  matter  but  five  minutes  before 

"  Yes." 

"  Then  your  time  is  up ;  "  and  at  a  word  from  him 
the  men  bound  my  hands  and  feet  as  before,  tied  a 
cloth  over  my  eyes,  and  carried  me  off  along  the 
rocky  way— to  my  death  I  doubted  not. 

To  the  schooner  first  in  any  case,  though  why  they 
could  not  kill  a  man  on  shore  as  easily  as  at  sea  sur- 
prised me.  Though,  to  be  sure,  a  man's  body  is  more 
easily  and  cleanly  disposed  of  at  sea  than  on  shore, 
and  leaves  no  mark  behind  it. 

I  was  placed  in  the  same  bunk  as  before,  and  fell 
asleep  wondering  how  soon  the  end  of  this  strange 
business  would  come,  but  sure  that  it  would  not  be  long. 
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I  was  wakened  in  the  morning  by  the  crash  of 
the  big  guns  and  surmised  that  we  had  run  across 
somethmg.  I  heard  answering  guns  and  more  dis- 
charge of  our  own,  then  the  lowering  of  a  boat,  and 
presently  my  porthole  was  obscured  as  the  schooner 
ground  agamst  another  vessel. 

Then  the  unexpected  happened,  in  a  furious  fusillade 
of  smaU  arms  from  the  other  ship.  Treachery  had 
evidently  met  treachery,  and  Death  had  his  hands 

From  the  shouting  aboard  the  other  ship  I  felt 
sure  they  were  Frenchmen,  and  glad  as  I  was  at 

com,  and  fit  as  it  might  be  to  meet  cunning  wi^ 

ZTZ-eZ^'-'  '"^ '''' '"'  ^^^^"^^  --  ^-^ 

Of  the  first  issue,  however,  I  had  smaU  doubts  in 
view  of  Torode-s  long  guns  and  mercUess  meth^dT 
and  though  I  could  see  nothing,  with  our  own  exMril 
ences  red  m  my  mind,  I  could  still  foUow what^pS 

The  schooner  sheared  off,  and  presently  thfC 
guns  got  to  work  with  their  barbarous  shot.  2 
pounded  away  venomously,  till  I  could  weU  ima.S^e 
what  the  state  of  that  other  ship  must  be.  ^ 

When  we  ranged  alongside  again,  no  word  greeted 

us.    There  was  traffic  between  the  two  ships    a^d 

Z:\T  "^  '  ''^'^  '^^  --ckling  of  flaSs  '  "' 

head  L  n      7?  '"''"^  ^"'^^S  °*  w^ter  above  my 

head,  as  our  decks  were  washed  down,  and  presentiv 
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The  next  day  passed  without  any  happening,  and 
I  ky  racking  my  brain  for  reasons  why  one  spot  of 
sea  should  not  be  as  good  as  another  for  dropping  a 
man's  body  into. 

But  on  the  day  after  that,  Torode  came  suddenly 
in  on  me  in  the  afternoon,  and  looking  down  on  me  as 
I  lay,  he  said  roughly — 

"  Listen,  you,  Carr6 !  By  every  reason  possible 
you  should  die,  but — ^well,  I  am  going  to  give  you 
chance  of  life.  It  is  only  a  chance,  but  your  death 
will  not  lie  at  my  door,  as  it  would  do  here.  Now 
here  is  my  last  word.  You  know  more  than  is  good 
for  me.  If  ever  you  disclose  what  you  know,  whether 
you  come  back  or  not,  I  will  blot  out  all  you  hold  dear 
in  Sercq  from  top  to  bottom,  though  I  have  to  bring 
the  Frenchmen  down  to  do  it.  You  understand  ?  " 
"  I  understand." 

"  Be  advised,  then,  and  keep  a  close  mouth." 
I  was  blindfolded  and  carried  out  and  laid  in  a 
waiting  boat,  which  crossed  to  another  vessel,  and 
I  was  passed  up  the  side,  and  down  a  gangway,  amid 
the  murmur  of  many  voices. 

When  my  eyes  and  bonds  were  loosed  I  found  m}rself 
among  a  rough  crowd  of  men  in  the  'tween  decks  of 
a  large  ship.  The  air  was  dim  and  close.  From  the 
row  of  heavy  guns  and  great  ports,  several  of  which 
were  open,  I  knew  her  to  be  a  battleship  and  of  large 
size.  From  the  gabble  of  talk  all  round  me  I  knew 
she  was  French. 

After  the  first  minute  or  two  no  one  paid  me  any 

attention.    AU  were  intent  on  their  own  concerns. 

I  sat  down  on  the  carriage  of  the  nearest  gun  and  looked 

about  me. 

The  company  was  such  as  one  would  have  looked 
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for  on  a  ship  of  the  Republic— coarse  and  free  in  its 
manners,  and  loud  of  talk.  They  were  probably  most 
of  them  pressed  men,  not  more  than  one  day  out 
and  looked  on  me  only  as  a  belated  one  of  themselves! 
There  was— for  the  moment  at  all  events— Mttle 
show  of  discipline.  They  all  talked  at  once,  and 
wrangled  and  argued,  and  seemed  constantly  on  the 
point  of  blows ;  but  it  aU  went  off  in  words,  and  no 
harm  was  done.  But  to  me,  who  had  barely  heard  a 
spoken  word  for  close  on  twenty  days,  the  effect  was 
stunning,  and  I  could  only  sit  and  watch  dazedly 
while  my  head  spun  round  with  the  uproar. 

Food  was  served  out  presently— well-cooked  meat 
and  sweet  coarse  bread,  and  a  mug  of  wine  to  every 
man,  myself  among  the  rest.  There  was  no  lessening 
of  the  noise  while  they  ate  and  drank,  and  I  ate  with 
the  rest,  and  by  degrees  found  my  thoughts  working 
reasonably.  ° 

I  was  at  aU  events  aUve,  and  it  is  better  to  be 
ahve  than  dead. 

I  was  on  a  French  ship  of  war,  and  that,  from  all 
points  of  view,  save  one,  was  better  than  being  on 
a  King's  ship.  ^ 

The  one  impossible  point  in  the  matter  was  that  I 
was  an  Enghshman  on  a  ship  whose  mission  in  life 
must  be  to  fight  Englishmen.  And  that  I  never 
would  do,  happen  what  might,  and  it  seemed  to  me 
that  the  sooner  this  matter  was  settled  the  better 

Disciphne  on  a  ship  under  the  Republican  flag  was 
I  knew,  veiy  different  from  that  on  our  own  ships. 
The  prmciples  of  Liberty,  Equality,  and  Fraternity;  if 
getting  somewhat  frayed  and  threadbare,  still  tempered 
the  trea  ment  of  the  masses,  and  so  long  as  men 
reasonably  obeyed  orders,  and  fought  when  the  time 
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came,  little  more  was  expected  of  them,  and  they 
were  left  very  much  to  themselves. 

That  was  no  doubt  the  reason  why  I  had  not 
so  far,  since  I  recovered  my  wits,  come  across  any- 
one in  authority,  which  I  was  now  exceedingly  anxious 
to  do. 

It  was  ahnost  dark,  outside  the  ship  as  well  as 
inside,  when  I  spied  one  who  seemed,  from  his  dress 
and  bearing,  something  above  the  rest,  and  I  made 
my  way  to  him. 

"  Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  tell  me  where  I  sleep, 
monsieur  ?  "  I  asked. 
"  Same  place  as  you  slept  last  night,  my  son." 

"  I  would  be  quite  willing " 

"  Ah  tiens  !  you  are  the  latest  bird." 
"  At  your  service,  monsieur." 
"  Come  with  me,  and  I'U  get  you  a  hammock  and 
show  you  where  to  sling  it." 

And  as  he  was  getting  it  for  me,  I  asked  him  the 
name  of  the  ship  and  where  she  was  going. 

"The   Josiphine,  40-gun  frigate,  bound    for    the 
West  Indies." 
Then  I  proffered  my  request — 
"  Can  you  procure  me  an  interview  with  the  captain, 
monsieur  ?  " 
"  What  for  ?  " 

"  I  have  some  information  to  give  him— information 
of  importance." 
"  You  can  give  it  to  me." 
"  No — to  the  captain  himself,  or  to  no  one." 
He  looked  at  me  critically  and  said  curtly,  "  B'en, 
mon  gars,  we  will  see  !  "  which  might  mean  anything 
—threat  or  promise.    But  my  thoughts  during  the 
night  only  confirmed  me  in  my  way. 
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Next  morning  after  breakfast  the  same  man  came 
seeking  me. 

"  Come  then,"  he  said,  "  and  say  your  say."  and 
he  led  me  along  to  the  quarterdeck,  where  the  captain 
stood  with  some  of  his  officers.  He  was  a  tail,  good- 
looking  man,  very  handsomely  dressed.  I  came  to 
know  him  later  as  Captain  Charles  BuchStel. 

"  This  is  the  man,  M.  le  capitaine,"  said  my  guide 
pushiQg  me  to  the  front. 

"Well,  my  man,"  said  the  captain,  pleasantly 
enough,  "what  is  the  important  information  you 
have  to  give  me  ?  " 

"  M.  le  capitaine  wiU  perhaps  permit  me  to  explain 
m  the  first  place,  that  I  am  an  Englishman,"  said  I 
with  a  bow. 

,','  IS^^y  y°"  ^P^^'^  li'^e  one,  mon  gars,"  he  laughed 
That  IS  because  I  am    of    the  Norman   Isles 
monsieur.    I  am  from  Sercq,  by  Guernsey  " 
'_' Well  I  "  he  nodded. 

"And  therefore  monsieur  will  see  that  it  is  not 
posible  for  me  to  fight  against  my  own  country." 
And  I  went  on  quickly,  in  spite  of  the  frown  I  saw 
gathering  on  his  face.  "  I  will  do  any  duty  put  upon 
me  to  the  best  of  my  power,  but  fight  against  my 
country  I  cannot.  °        o  y 

He  looked  at  me  curiously,  and  said  sharply  "A 
sailor  on  board  ship  obeys  orders.    Is  it  not  so  ?  " 

Siuely    monsieur.    But  I  am  a  prisoner.    And 
as  an  Enghshman  I  cannot  fight  against  my  country. 
Could  monsi3ur  do  so  in  like  case  ?  " 
"  This  is  rank  mutiny,  you  know." 
"  I  do  not  mean  it  so,  monsieur,  I  assure  you  " 
to     w  mrr"***'*  *^^  important  information  you  had 
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"  No,  monsieur,  it  was  this.  The  man  who  brought 
me  prisoner  on  board  here, — monsieur  knows  him  ?  " 

"  Undoubtedly  !    He  has  made  himself  known." 

"  Better  perhaps  than  you  imagine,  monsieur. 
The  merchants  of  Havre  and  Cherbourg  will  thank 
you  for  this  that  I  tell  you  now.  Torode  to  the 
EngUsh,  Main  Rouge  to  the  French — he  lives  on 
Herm,  the  next  isle  to  Sercq.  where  I  myself  live. 
He  is  the  most  successful  privateer  in  all  these  waters. 
And  why  ?  I  will  tell  you,  monsieur.  It  is  because 
he  robs  French  ships  as  an  English  privateer,  and 
English  ships  as  a  French  privateer.  He  changes  his 
skin  as  he  goes  and  plunders  under  both  flags." 

"  Really  !  That  is  a  fine  fairy  tale.  On  my  word 
it  is  worthy  almost  of  La  Fontaine  himself.  And 
what  proof  do  you  offer  of  all  this,  my  man  ?  " 

"  Truly  none,  monsieur,  except  myself — that  I  am 
•  here  for  knowing  it." 

"  And  Main  Rouge  knew  that  you  knew  it  ?  " 

"  That  is  why  I  am  here,  monsieur." 

"  And  alive !  Main  Rouge  is  no  old  woman,  my 
man." 

"It  is  a  surprise  to  me  that  I  still  live,  monsieur, 
and  I  cannot  explain  it.  He  has  had  me  in  confine- 
ment for  three  weeks,  expecting  to  die  each  day,  since 
he  sank  our  schooner  and  shot  our  men  in  the  water 
as  they  swam  for  their  lives.  Why,  of  all  our  crew, 
I  live,  I  do  not  know." 

"  It  is  the  strongest  proof  we  have  that  what  you 
tell  me  is  untrue." 

"  And  yet  I  tell  it  at  risk  of  more  than  my  life, 
monsieur.  Torode's  last  words  to  me  were  that  if  I 
opened  my  mouth  he  would  smite  my  kin  in  Sercq 
till  not  one  was  left." 
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"  And  he  told  me  you  were  such  an  inveterate  li.r 
and  troublesome  fellow  that  he  had  had  Pn«,!  t    * 

withThe  °  Jr  """""'r'  "^^  ^  '^^^^  had  no  deaWs 
witn  the  man  save  as  bs  prisoner  "    Rn*  t        *~"6i» 

teU  whether  he  believed  me™'  ^  '"'^'^  "°* 

And  your  mind  is  made  up  not  to  obey  orders  ?  " 

he  asked,  after  a  moment's  thought        ^ 

n.an^ho\'aTbS  ht  mfihre^  ^.^?  T"^''  *°  *»>« 
latpr  •  "  a„j  T  u  J  t  mere.        I  will  see  to  him 

£  anoth^'  '  '''  '"'  ^^'^^-S^^  °-  i-prisore" 

ra/'o?  h^%^*Stn  1^"  ^  '  ^^'^*'  ^^^^^  ^ 
feeline  thaVr?    ,?  I     ^  «larkness,  and   only  the 

fromClUr  ent- e^^  ^  ^'^^  ^°  ''-^  - 
the^i^tlTpSrof^^^^^^^^^^  f .  "-from 

ever  seeing  them^lin  h^,.  T  "'  «Pectation  of 
not  have  had  meT  „fK  "^^/"^  ^^'^  ^""Id 
grandfather  wodd  have  dtrnl'  H  "^  "'^*  "^ 
no  man  could  do  betw  tt  '.i?^''^'^  ^'  ^  ^^'  ^nd 
my  thoughrwere  o  r,r  .f  *^!i*-  **°^*  insistently 
days  on  ler^^d  bLkT^'f  ''°"  k*"^"**  ^^^'^ 
-anc.  sho^e  l.e  S  t  t/^T'  ^T X^ 
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times  I  thought  of  Torode  and  his  stupendous  treachery, 
my  heart  was  like  to  burst  with  helpless  rage.  I 
scarcely  closed  my  eyes,  and  in  the  morning  felt  old 
and  weary. 

About  midday  they  came  for  me,  and  I  was  content 
that  the  end  had  come.  They  led  me  to  the  waist 
of  the  ship,  where  the  whole  company  was  assembled, 
and  there  they  strif  ned  me  to  the  waist  and  bound 
my  wrists  to  a  gun  carriage. 

It  was  little  relief  to  me  to  know  that  I  was  to  be 
flogged,  for  the  lash  degrades,  and  breaks  a  man's 
spirit  even  more  than  his  body.  Even  if  tmdeserved, 
the  brand  remains,'  and  can  never  be  forgotten.  It 
seemed  to  me  then  that  I  would  as  lief  be  shot  and 
have  done  with  it. 

The  captain  eyed  me  keenly. 

"  Well,"  he  asked,  "  you  are  still  of  the  same  mind  ? 
You  still  will  not  fight  ?  " 

"  Not  against  my  own  country — not  though  you 
flog  me  to  ribbons,  monsieur." 

The  cat  rested  lightly  on  my  back  as  the  man  who 
held  it  waited  for  the  word. 

Then,  as  I  braced  myself  for  the  first  stroke,  which 
would  be  the  hardest  to  bear,  the  captain  said  quietly 
to  the  ofScer  next  to  him,  "  Perhaps  as  well  end  it  at 

once.    Send  a  file  of  marines "  and  they  walked 

a  few  steps  beyond  my  hearing,  for  the  blood  belled 
in  my  ears  and  blurred  my  eyes  so  that  my  last  sight 
of  earth  was  like  to  be  a  dim  one. 

"  Cast  him  loose  and  bandagelhis  eyes,"  said  the 
captain,  and  they  set  me  standing  against  the  side 
of  the  ship  and  tied  a  white  cloth  over  my  eyes. 

I  heard  clearly  enough  now  and  with  a  quickened 
sense.    I  heard  them  range  the  men  opposite  to  me— 
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I  heard  the  tiny  clicking  of  the  rings  on  the  muskets 
as  the  men  handled  them-the  breathing  of  those 
who  looked  on-the  soft  wash  of  the  sea  behind 
But  as  far  as  was  in  me  I  faced  them  without  flinchine" 
for  m  truth  I  had  given  myself  up  and  was  thinkinu 
only  of  Carette  and  my  mother  and  my  grandfather 
and  was  sending  them  fareweU  and  a  last  prayer  for 
their  good.  "^    ' 

"  Are  you  ready  ?  "  asked  the  captain.  "  You  wiU 
fire  when  I  drop  the  handkerchief.  You— prisoner— 
for  the  last  time— yes  or  no  ?  " 

I  shook  my  head,  for  I  feared  lest  my  voice  should 
betray  me.  Let  none  but  him  who  has  faced  thU 
coldest  of  deaths  cast  a  stone  at  me 

"Present!  Fire  I  "-the  last  words  I  expected 
to  hear  on  earth.  The  muskets  rar,g  out-but  Istood 
untouched. 

l^e  captain  walked  across  to  me,  whipped  olf  the 
bandage,  and  clapped  me  soundly  on  the  bare 
shoulder.  You  are  a  brave  boy,  and  I  take  as 
truUj  every  word  you  have  told  me.  If  we  come  to 
hghting  with  your  countrymen  you  shall  tend  our 
wounded.  As  to  Red  Hand-v,hen^e  return  home 
we  will  at  end  to  him.  Now,  mon  gais,  to  your 
duty  !  and  to  my  amazement  I  was  alive,  unfloeeed 
and  beheved.  °° 

Perhaps  it  was  a  harsh  test  and  an  over  cruel  jest 

ani  •)  if  "I.^",  ^^  "°  "*^"'  °*  '^""'■ng  at  the  truth, 
and  If  he  had  shot  me  none  could  have  said  a  word 
agamst  it. 

For  me,  I  said  simply,  "  I  thank  you.  monsieur  " 
and  went  to  my  duty.  ""»«ur, 

r„,^K  "•'■Plates  were  for  making  much  of  me.  in  their 
rough  and  excited  way.  but  I  begged  them  to  leave 
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me  to  myself  for  a  time,  till  I  was  quite  sure  I  wai  still 
alive.  And  they  did  so  at  last,  and  I  heard  them 
debating  among  themselves  how  it  could  be  that  an 
Englishman  could  speak  French  as  freely  as  they  did 
themselves. 

I  bad  no  cause  to  complain  of  my  treatment  on 
board  the  Josiphine  after  that.  The  life  was  far  less 
rigorous  than  on  our  own  ships,  and  the  living  far  more 
ample.  If  only  I  could  have  sent  word  of  my  welfare 
to  those  at  home,  who  must  by  this  time,  I  knew,  be 
full  of  fears  for  me,  I  could  have  been  fairly  content. 
The  future,  indeed,  was  full  of  uncertainty,  but  it  is 
that  at  best,  and  my  heart  was  set  on  escape  the 
moment  the  chance  offered. 

I  went  about  my  work  with  the  rest,  and  took  a 
certain  pride  in  showing  them  how  a  British  seaman 
could  do  his  duty.  Our  curious  introduction  had 
given  Captain  Duchitel  an  interest  in  me.  I  often 
caught  his  eye  upon  me,  and  now  and  again  he 
dropped  me  a  word  which  was  generally  a  cheerful 
challenge  as  to  my  resolution,  and  I  always  replied 
in  kind.  Recollections  of  those  days  crowd  my  mind 
as  I  look  back  on  them,  but  they  are  not  what  I  set 
out  to  tell,  and  greater  matters  lay  just  ahead. 

With  wonderful  luck,  and  perhaps  by  taking  a 
very  outside  course,  we  escaped  the  British  cruisers, 
and  arrived  safely  in  Martinique,  and  there  we  lay  for 
close  on  four  months  with  little  to  do  but  be  in  readi- 
ness for  attacks  whici.  .lever  came. 

The  living  was  good.  Fresh  meat  and  fruit  were 
abundant,  and  we  were  allowed  ashore  in  batches. 
And  so  the  time  passed  pleasantly  enough,  but  for 
the  fact  that  one  was  an  exile,  and  that  those  at  home 
must  be  in  sorrow  and  suspense,  and  had  probably 
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long  since  given  up  aU  hope  of  seeing  their  wanderer 
again.  For  this  time  was  not  as  the  last.  Thev 
would  expect  news  of  us  within  a  few  weeks  of  our 
sailing  and  the  utter  disappearance  of  the  Swallow 
could  hardly  leave  them  ground  for  hope 


CHAPTER  XXII 

HOW  THE  JOSEPHINE  CAME  HOME 

I  HAD  ample  time  to  look  my  prospects  in  the  face 
while  we  kept  watch  and  ward  on  Martinique,  and  no 
amount  of  looking  improved  them. 

My  greatest  hope  was  to  return  to  French  and 
English  waters  in  the  Josiphine.  I  could  perhaps  have 
slipped  away  into  the  island,  but  that  would  in  no 
way  have  furthered  my  getting  home,  rather  would  it 
have  fettered  me  with  new  and  tighter  bonds.  For  in 
the  end  I  must  have  boarded  some  English  ship  and 
been  promptly  pressed  into  the  service,  and  that  was  by 
no  means  what  I  wanted.  It  was  my  own  Island  of 
Sercq  I  longed  for,  and  all  that  it  held  and  meant  for 
me. 

I  saw  clearly  that  if  at  any  time  we  came  to  a  fight 
with  a  British  warship,  and  were  captured,  I  must 
become  either  prisoner  of  war  as  a  Frenchman,  or 
pressed  man  as  an  Englishman.  Neither  position 
held  out  hope  of  a  speedy  return  home,  but,  of  the  two, 
I  favoured  the  first  as  offering  perhaps  the  greater 
chances. 

As  the  weeks  passed  into  months,  all  of  the  same 
dull  pattern,  I  lost  heart  at  times,  thinking  of  all 
that  might  be  happening  at  home. 

Sometimes  it  seemed  to  me  hardly  possible  that 
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Torode  would  dare  to  go  on  living  at  Herm  and  playing 
that  desperate  game  of  the  double  flag,,  while  some- 
where one  man  lived  who  might  turn  up  at  any  time 
«nd  blow  h.m  to  the  winds.  And  in  pondering  the 
matter,  the  fact  that  he  had  spared  that  mans  hfe 
became  a  greater  puzile  to  me  than  ever.  Depressing 
too,  the  thought  that  if  he  did  so  stop  on  it  was 
because  he  considered  the  measures  he  had  taken  for 
his  own  safety  as  effective  as  death  itself,  and  he  was 
undoubtedly  a  shrewd  and  far-thinking  man  That 
meant  that  my  chances  of  ever  turning  up  again  in 
Sercq  were  small  indeed.  And,  on  the  other  hand, 
If  a  wholesome  discretion  drove  him  to  the  point  of 
fcttmg,  I  had  reason  enough  to  fear  for  Carette.  He 
had  vowed  his  son  should  have  her,  and  both  father 
and  son  were  men  who  would  stick  at  nothing  to  eain 
their  ends.  "       "^ 

So  my  thoughts  were  black  enough.  I  grew  home- 
sick, and  heart-sick,  and  there  were  many  more  in 
the  same  condition,  and  maybe,  to  themselves,  with 
equal  cause. 

Just  four  months  we  had  been  there,  when  one 
morning  an  old-fashioned  20-gun  corvette  came 
wallowing  in,  and  an  hour  later  we  knew  that  she 
had  come  to  relieve  us  and  we  were  to  saU  for  home 
as  soon  as  we  were  provisioned.  Work  went  with  a 
will,  for  every  man  on  board  was  sick  of  the  place  in 
spite  of  the  easy  living  and  good  faring,  and  we  were  at 
sea  within  forty-eight  hours.  The  word  between-decks 
too  was  that  Bonaparte  was  about  to  conquer  England 
and  we  were  hurrying  back  to  take  part  in  the  great 
invasion  The  spirits  and  the  talk  ran  to  e.Ycess  at 
times  I  neither  took  part  in  it  nor  resjnted  it. 
My  alien  standing  was  almost  forgotten  through  the 
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constant  companionship  of  common  tasks,  and  I  saw 
no  profit  in  flaunting  it,  though  my  determination  not 
to  lift  a  hand  against  my  country  was  as  strong  as 
ever.  ° 

We  had  a  prosperous  voyage  of  thirty-five  days,  and 
were  withm  two  days'  sail  of  Cherbourg,  when  we 
sighted  a  ship  of  war  which  had  apparently  had 
longer  or  quicker  eyes  than  our  own.  She  was  coming 
straight  for  us  when  we  became  aware  of  her,  and  she 
never  swerved  from  her  course  till  her  great  guns  began 
to  play  on  us  under  British  colours. 

True  to  those  colours,  as  soon  as  her  standing  was 
hxed,  I  made  my  way  to  Captain  Duchatel  to  claim 
performance  of  hi^  promise. 

T  ^^^*!.T  "^^^  *°  P"*  "  '"*°  ^"""ds-    The  moment 
I  saluted,  he  said,  "  Ah,  yes.    So  you  stick  to  it  ?  " 
I  saluted  again,  without  speaking. 

.  "J^}^V.  ^°  *°  ***^  surgeon  and  teU  him  you  are 
to  help  him.  There  will  be  work  for  you  aU  before 
long. 

And  there  was.  The  story  of  a  fight,  from  the 
cock-pit  point  of  view,  would  be  very  horrible  teUing 
and  that  is  all  I  saw.  I  heard  the  thunder  of  our  own 
guns,  and  the  shouts  of  our  men,  and  the  splintering 
crash  of  the  heavy  shot  that  came  aboard  of  us.  But 
before  long,  when  the  streams  of  wounded  began  to 
come  our  way,  I  heard  nothing  but  gasps  and  groans 
and  saw  nothing  but  horrors  which  I  would  fain  blot 
out  of  my  memory,  but  cannot,  even  now. 

I  had  seen  wounded  men  before.  I  had  been 
wounded  myself.  But  seeing  men  faU,  torn  and 
mangled  in  the  heat  of  fight,  with  the  red  fury  blazing 
m  one's  own  veins,  and  the  smoke  and  smell  of  batUe 
pricking  in  one's  nostrils,  and  death  in  the  very  air— 
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~ts  orj„'t';o,fJjr^,,those    broken 
the  pitiful  parts  of  them   rpw^"'"'"^  "^^™'  ^"d 

was  as  white  as  pTper  and  as'eri^  1  ^/  11' «'°''''  ^^'='' 
he  jerked  out  a  word  it  w^fhr^  ^u  f'**^'  ^"^^  ^h«n 

though  he  feared  ^  mjhf  cZfif'h  ""'  '''''''  ^ 
mouth.  ^^  '^°™^  «  he  opened  his 

the  Vassagr  l?rfiL?'i^'2«  ^''°"  '°"^  ^ 
with  no  distinct  thought  onth'u  """^  '"  ^"-^ 
to  think  of  nothings  wh  '  "!^  *''''^  ^^«  t™^ 
seemed  to  me  that  the  fiSt  J'^  ""^^^.°"«'s  hand,  it 
for  surely,  if  thfnVs  went  ^  ^^'"^  ^^^°'*  ""' 

would  be^noneofrrn  left  "  ""*=''  '°"^^'-  ^'^^^^ 

oJ  b^k^  m\n„'tm^^S'  r'^  ^  '-^  *^^  -t 

grappled,  and  lU  07^13^'  '''  '"°  ^'^'P^ 
the  yells  and  cheers  of  tKft!?^.^  ^"^"^  ^«  heard 
repeUers.  and  pr^enSv  fr  '*"^  ^"''^^  ^"'J  their 
brought  do^  tolL  a  ro«T  ^.'"""^  ^^e  broken  men 
homSy  to  my^^'^oT„fir°'«-  ^'^^  ^tiU  sounded 

rumi  I^^°g7ea^.  an5"h''"    *^"'   """^^  ^^'^  °' 
I  mixed  p   n=.!f  m'-       .^  ''^  groaned  dolorously 

it  to  htU^r Sank  Th^  r*^'  ^"'^  p'-«d 

withwide-sfari„fe;eXfr&'l°^^^ 

—and  died  of",     vveii !  my  God!" 

Captain  Duchatel.  as  I  heard  afterwards,  and  as 
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we  ourselves  might  then  judge  by  the  results  that 
came  down  to  us,  made  a  gallant  fight  of  it.  And 
that  is  no  less  than  I  would  have  looked  for  from 
him.  He  was  a  brave  man,  and  his  treatment  of 
myself  might  have  been  very  much  worse  than  it 
had  been.  But  he  was  overmatched,  and  suffered 
too,  when  the  time  of  crisis  came,  from  the  lack  of 
that  severe  discipline  which  made  our  English  ships 
of  war  less  comfortable  to  live  in  but  more  effective 
when  the  time  for  fighting  came.  I  had  often  wondered 
how  all  the  miscellaneous  gear  which  crowded  our 
'tween  decks  would  be  got  rid  of  in  case  of  a  fight, 
or,  if  not  got  rid  of,  how  they  could  possibly  handle 
their  guns  properly.  I  have  since  been  told  that 
what  I  saw  on  the  Jos&pUne  was  common  elsewhere 
in  the  French  ships  of  war,  and  often  told  sorely 
against  them  in  a  fight. 

But  in  such  matters  Captain  Duchatel  only  did  as 
others  did,  and  the  fault  lay  with  the  system  rather 
than  with  the  man.  For  myself  I  hold  his  name  in 
highest  gratitude  and  reverence,  for  he  crowned  his 
good  treatment  of  me  by  one  most  kindly  and  thought- 
ful act  at  the  supremest  moment  of  his  life. 

I  was  soaked  in  other  men's  blood  from  head  to 
foot,  and  looked  and  felt  like  a  man  in  a  slaughter- 
house. I  was  drawing  into  a  comer,  as  decently  as 
I  could,  the  mangled  remnants  of  a  man  who  had 
died  as  they  laid  him  down.  I  straightened  my  stiff 
back  for  a'second  and  stood  with  my  hands  on  my  hips, 
and  at  that  moment  Captain  Duchatel  came  running 
down  the  stairway,  with  a  face  like  stone  and  a  pistol 
in  his  hand. 

He  glanced  at  me.  I  saluted.  He  knew  me 
through  my  stains. 
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"  Sauvez-vous,  mon  brave !  C"est  fini !  "  he  said 
quietly  through  his  teeth. 

A  great  thing  to  do !— a  most  gracious  and  noble 
thing  !  In  his  own  final  extremity  to  think  of  another's 
life  as  not  rightly  forfeit  to  necessity  or  country. 

I  understood  in  a  flash,  and  sped  up  the  decks 

with  not  one  second  to  spare.  The  upper  deck  was 
a  shambles.  I  scrambled  up  the  bulwark  straight  in 
front  and  sprang  out  as  far  as  I  could.  Before  I 
struck  the  water  I  heard  the  roar  of  a  mighty  explosion 
behind,  and  dived  to  avoid  the  after  effects.  When 
I  came  up,  the  sea  all  round  was  thrashing  under  a 
hail  of  falling  timbers  and  fragments,  but  mostly 
beyond  me  because  I  was  so  close  in  to  the  ship.  I 
took  one  big  breath  and  sank  again,  and  then  a  mighty 
swirling  grip,  which  felt  hke  death  itself,  laid  hold  on 
me  and  dragged  me  down  and  down  till  I  looked  to 
come  up  no  more. 

It  let  me  go  at  last,  and  I  fought  my  way  up  through 
fathomless  heights  of  rushing  green  waters,  with  the 
very  last  ounce  that  was  in  me,  and  lay  spent  on  my 
back  with  bursting  head  and  breaking  heart,  staring 
straight  up  into  a  great  cloud  of  smoke  which  uncoiled 
itself  slowly  like  a  mighty  plume  and  let  the  blue 
sky  show  through  in  patches. 

After  the  thunder  of  the  guns,  and  that  awful  final 
crash,  everything  seemed  strangely  still.  The  water 
lapped  in  my  ears,  but  I  felt  it  rather  than  heard. 
Without  lifting  my  head  I  could  see,  not  far  away, 
the  ship  we  had  fought,  gaunt,  stark,  the  ruins  of  the 
masterful  craft  that  had  raced  so  boldly  for  us  two 
hours  before.  Her  rigging  was  a  vast  tangle  of  loose 
ropes  and  broken  spars,  and  some  of  her  drooping 
sails  were  smouldering.     Her    trim  black-and-white 
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sides  were  shattered  and  scorched  and  blackened. 
It  looked  as  though  she  had  sheered  off  just  a  moment 
before  the  explosion,  and  so  had  missed  the  full  force 
of  it,  but  still  had  suffered  terribly.  Some  of  her 
lower  sails  still  stood,  and  her  crew  were  busily  at 
work  cutting  loose  the  raffle  and  beating  out  the 
flames.  But  damaged  as  their  own  ship  was,  they 
still  had  thought  for  possible  survivors  of  their  enemy, 
and  two  boats  dropped  into  the  water  as  I  looked, 
and  came  picking  their  way  through  the  floating 
wreckage,  with  kneeling  men  in  the  bows  examining 
everything  they  saw. 

They  promptly  lifted  me  in,  and  from  their  lips 
I  saw  that  they  spoke  to  me.  But  I  was  encased  in 
silence  and  could  not  hear  a  sound. 

I  had  long  since  made  up  my  mind  that  if  we  were 
captured  I  would  take  my  chance  as  prisoner  of  war 
rather  than  risk  being  shot  as  a  renegade  or  pressed 
into  the  King's  service.  For  it  seemed  to  me  that 
the  chances  of  being  shot  were  considerable,  since 
noni,  would  credit  my  story  that  I  had  been  five 
months  aboard  a  French  warship  except  of  my  own 
free  will.  And  as  to  the  King's  forced  service,  it  was 
hated  by  all,  and  my  own  needs  claimed  my  first 
endeavours. 

So  I  answered  ther.i  in  French,  in  a  voice  that 
thundered  in  my  head,  that  the  explosion  had  deafened 
me  and  I  could  not  hear  a  word  they  said.  They 
understood  and  nodded  cheerfully,  and  went  on  with 
their  search. 

Out  of  our  whole  ship's  company  six  only  were 
«ved,  and  not  one  of  them  ofiiceis. 

In  the  first  moments  of  safety  the  lack  of  hearing 
had  seemed  to  me  of  small  accoimt,  compared  with 
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the  fact  that  I  was  still  alive.  But,  as  we  turned 
and  made  for  the  ship,  the  strange  sensation  of  hearing 
only  through  the  feelings  of  the  body  grew  upon  me  ; 
the  thought  of  perpetual  silence  began  to  appal  me.' 
I  could  feel  the  sound  of  the  oars  in  the  rowlocks, 
and  the  dash  of  the  waves  against  the  boat,  but 
though  I  could  see  men's  lips  moving  it  was  all  no 
more  to  me  than  dumb  show. 

They  were  busily  cleaning  the  ship  when  we  came 
aboard,  but  1  could  see  what  a  great  fight  the  Josiphine 
had  made  of  it.  A  long  row  of  dead  lay  waiting 
decent  burial,  and  every  second  man  one  saw  was 
damaged  in  one  way  or  another. 

My  companions  were  all  more  or  less  dazed,  and 
probably  deafened  Uke  myself.  An  officer  questioned 
them,  but  apparently  with  small  success.  He  turned 
to  me.  and  I  told  him  I  could  hear  nothing  because 
of  the  explosion,  but  I  gave  him  all  particulars  as 
to  the  JosSphine, — captain's  name,  number  of  men 
and  guns,  and  whence  we  came,  and  that  was  what 
he  wanted. 

In  the  official  report  the  saving  of  six  out  of  a 
crew  of  over  three  hundred  was,  I  suppose,  not  con- 
sidered worth  mentioning.  The  Josephine  was  re- 
ported sunk  with  all  on  board,  and  that,  as  it  turned 
out,  was  not  without  its  concern  for  me. 
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The  ship  we  were  on  was  the  48-gun  frigate  Smftsure, 
and  of  our  treatment  we  had  no  reason  to  complain. 
We  were  landed  at  Portsmouth  two  da3fs  later,  drafted 
from  one  fiill  prison  to  another,  from  Forton  to  the 
Old  Mill  at  Pl3miouth,  from  Plymouth  to  Stapleton 
near  Bristol,  separated  by  degrees  and  circumstances, 
till  at  last  I  found  myself  one  more  lost  soul  in  the 
great  company  that  filled  the  temporary  war  prison, 
known  among  its  inmates  and  the  p>eople  of  that 
countrjrside  as  Amperdoo. 

It  lay  apart  from  humanity,  in  a  district  of  fens 
and  marshes,  across  which,  in  the  winter  time,  the 
east  wind  swept  furiously  in  from  the  North  Sea, 
some  thirty  miles  away.  It  cut  like  a  knife — to  the 
very  bone.  I  hear  it  still  of  a  night  in  my  dreams, 
and  wake  up  and  thank  God  that  after  all  it  is  only 
our  own  gallant  south-wester,  which,  if  somewhat 
unreasonably  boisterous  at  times,  and  over  fond  of 
showing  what  it  can  do,  is  still  an  honest  wind,  and 
devoid  of  treachery.  For  we  were  but  ill-clad  at 
best,  and  were  alwas^s  lacking  in  the  matter  of  fuel, 
and  many  other  things  that  make  for  comfort.  What- 
ever we  might  be  at  other  times,  when  the  east  wind 
blew  in  from  the  sea  we  were,  every  man  of  us,  imes 
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perdues  in  very  truth,  and  I  marvel  sometimes  that 
any  of  us  saw  the  winter  through. 

The  prison  was  a  huge  enclosure  surrounded  by 
a  high  wooden  stockade.  Inside  this  was  another 
stockade,  and  between  the  two  armed  guards  paced 
day  and  night.  In  the  inner  ring  were  a  number 
of  long  wooden  houses  in  which  we  lived,  if  that 
could  be  called  Uving  which  for  most  was  but  a 
weary  dragging  on  of  existence  bare  of  hope  and 
love,  and  sorely  trying  at  times  to  one's  faith  in 
one's  fellows  and  almost  in  God  Himself.  For  the 
misery  and  suffering  enclosed  within  that  sharp- 
toothed  circle  of  unbarked  posts  were  enough  to 
crush  a  man's  spirit  and  sicken  his  heart. 

In  the  summer  pestilential  fevers  and  agues  crept 
out  of  the  marshes  and  wasted  us.  In  the  winter 
the  east  winds  wrung  our  bones  and  our  hearts.  And 
summer  and  winter  alike,  the  Government  contractors 
or  those  employed  by  them,  waxed  fat  on  their 
contracts,  which,  if  honestly  carried  out,  would  have 
kept  us  in  reasonable  content. 

How  some  among  my  feUow-prisoners  managed 
to  keep  up  their  hearts,  and  to  maintain  even  fairly 
cheerful  faces,  was  a  source  of  constant  amazement 
to  me.  They  had,  I  think,  a  genius  for  turning  to 
account  the  Uttle  things  of  hfe  and  making  the  most 
of  them,  outwardly  at  aU  events.  But  the  cheerful- 
ness of  those  who  refused  to  break  down,  even  though 
It  might  be  but  skin-deep  and  subject  to  sudden 
bhght,  was  stm  better  than  the  utter  misery  and 
despair  which  prevailed  elsewhere. 

Outwardly,  then,  when  the  sun  shone  and  one's 
bones  were  warm,  our  company  might  seem  almost 
gay  at  tunes,  joking,  laughing,  singing,  gambling. 
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But  these  things  covered  many  a  sick  heart,  and  there 
were  times  when  the  heart-sickness  prevailed  over  all 
else,  and  we  lay  in  comers  apart,  and  loathed  our 
bellows  and  wished  we  were  dead. 

I  say  we,  but,  in  truth,  in  these,  and  all  other 
matters,  except  the  regular  routine  of  living,  I  was 
for  z.  considerable  time  kept  apart  from  my  fellows 
by  the  deafness  brought  on  by  the  explosion.  I  lived 
in  a  little  soundless  world  of  my  own  with  those  dearest 
to  me, — Carette,  and  my  mother,  and  my  grandfather, 
and  Krok,  and  Jeanne  Falla,  and  George  Hamon. 
And  if  I  needed  further  company,  I  could  people 
the  grim  stockade  with  old  friends  out  of  those  four 
most  wonderful  books  of  my  grandfather's.  And 
very  grateful  was  I  now  for  the  insistence  which  had 
made  me  read  them  times  without  number,  and  for 
the  scarcity  which  had  limited  me  to  them  tiU  I  knew 
parts  of  them  almost  by  heart. 

Outwardly,  indeed,  I  might  seem  loneliest  of  the 
company,  for  cards  and  dice  had  never  greatly  attracted 
me,  and  to  risk  upon  a  turn  of  the  one  or  a  throw  of 
the  other  the  absolute  necessaries  of  life,  which  were 
the  only  things  of  value  we  possessed  as  a  rule,  seemed 
t  >  me  most  incredible  folly.  Possibly  the  personal 
value  of  the  stakes  added  zest  to  the  game,  for  they 
wrangled  bitterly  at  times,  and  more  than  once  fought 
to  the  death  over  the  proper  ownership  of  i.rticles 
which  would  have  been  dearly  bought  for  an  Enghsh 
shilling.  But  the  loss  of  even  these  trifling  things, 
since  they  meant  starvation,  inside  or  out,  made  all 
the  difference  in  tiie  world  to  the  losers,  and  cut  them 
to  the  quick,  and  led  to  hot  disputations. 

And,  though  I  strove  to  maintain  a  cheerful  de- 
meanour, which  was  not  always  easy  when  the  wind  blew 
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from  the  east,  my  deafness  relieved  me  of  any  necessity 
of  joining  in  that  mask  of  merriment,  which,  as  I  have 
said,  as  often  as  not  covered  very  sick  hearts.  For 
though  a  merry  face  is  better  than  a  sad  one,  I  take  it 
to  be  the  part  of  an  honest  man  to  bear  himself  simply 
M  he  IS,  and  the  honest  sad  faces  drew  me  more  than 
the  merry  masked  ones  through  which  the  bones  of  our 
skeletons  peeped  grisly  enough  at  times. 

Thoughts  of  escape  occupied  some  of  us,  but  for 
most  it  was  out  of  the  question.  For,  even  if  they 
could  have  got  out  of  the  enclosure  and  passed  the 
sentnes,  their  foreign  speech  and  faces  must  have 
betrayed  them  at  once  outside. 

To  myself,  however,  that  did  not  so  fully  apply 
In  appearance  I  might  easily  pass  as  an  EngUsh  sailor, 
and  the  English  speech  came  ahnost  as  readily  to  my 
tongue  as  my  own.  It  was  with  vague  hopes  in  that 
direction,  and  also  as  a  means  of  passing  the  long 
duU  days,  that  I  began  carving  bits  of  bone  into  odd 
shapes,  and,  when  suitable  pieces  offered,  into  snuff- 
boxes, which  I  sold  to  the  country-folk  who  came 
m  with  provisions.  At  first  my  rough  attempts 
produced  but  pence,  and  then,  as  greater  skill  came 
with  practice,  shillings,  and  so  I  began  to  accumulate 
a  smaU  store  of  money  against  the  time  I  should  need 
it  outside. 

In  building  the  prison  in  so  marshy  a  district  ad- 
vantage had  been  taken  of  a  piece  of  rising  ground 
The  enclosure  was  built  round  it,  so  that  the  middle 
stood  somewhat  higher  than  the  sides,  and  standing 
on  that  highest  part  one  could  see  over  the  sharp 
teeth  of  the  stockade  and  aU  round  the  countryside. 

That  wide  view  was  not  without  a  charm  of  its  own 
though  Its  long  duU  levels  grew  wearisome  to  eyes 
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accustomed  only  to  the  bold  headlandi  and  tharp 
Scarpa  of  Sercq.  or  to  the  ever-changing  sea.  For 
miles  all  rotind  were  marshes  where  nothing  seemed 
to  grow  but  tussocks  of  long  wiry  grass,  with  great 
pools  and  channels  of  dark  water  in  between.  Far 
away  beyond  them  there  were  clumps  of  trees  in 
places,  and  farther  away  still  one  saw  here  and  there 
the  spire  of  a  church  a  great  way  off. 

When  we  came  there  the  wiry  grass  was  yellow  and 
drooping,  like  bent  and  rusted  bayonets,  and  the 
pools  were  black  and  sullen,  and  the  sky  was  gray 
and  lowering  I  and  very  dismal.  And  in  Sercq  the 
rocks  were  golden  in  the  sunshine,  the  headlands  were 
great  soft  cushions  of  velvet  turf,  the  heather  purj^ed 
all  the  hillsides,  and  the  tall  bracken  billowed  under 
the  west  wind.  And  on  the  gray  rocks  below,  the 
long  waves  flung  themselves  in  a  wild  abandon  of 
delight,  and  shouted  aloud  because  they  were  free. 

Then  the  east  winds  came,  and  all  the  face  of  things 
blanched  like  the  face  of  death,  with  coarse  hairs 
sticking  up  out  of  it  here  and  there.  The  pools  and 
ditches  were  white  with  ice,  and  all  the  countryside 
lay  stifi  and  stark,  a  prisoner  bound  in  chains  and 
iron.  To  stand  there  looking  at  it  for  even  five 
minutes  made  one's  backbone  rattle  for  half  a  day. 
And  yet,  even  then,  in  Sercq  the  sun  shone  soft  and 
warm,  the  sky  and  sea  were  blue,  the  fouaille  was 
golden-brown  on  the  hillside,  the  young  gorse  was 
showing  pale  on  the  Eperquerie,  and  the  Butcher's 
Broom  on  Tintageu  was  brilliant  with  scarlet  berries. 

To  any  man — even  to  our  warders — Amperdoo 
was  a  desolation  akin  to  death.  To  many  a  weary 
prisoner  it  proved  death  itself  and  so  the  gate  to 
wider  life.    To  <me  man  it  was  purgatory  but  short 
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removed  from  hell,  and  that  he  came  through  it  un- 
•cathed  was  due  to  that  which  he  had  at  fiwt  regarded 
at  a  misfortune,  but  which,  by  shutting  him  into  a 
world  of  his  own  with  those  he  loved,  kept  his  heart 
sweet  and  fresh  and  unassoiled. 

In  time,  indeed,  my  hearing  grauiaiiy  returned, 
and  long  before  I  left  the  prison  it  wa  'jui  rccovorp  I 
But  before  it  came  back  the  h  '•  i,  '  uchn.-. 
had  grown  upon  me,  and  there  wu^  h'tio  ten;i)t,  tion 
to  break  through  it,  and  I  lived  much  •  'tM  i  nvi- ! 

Many  the  nights  I  sought  my  .  .ammo  .1.  i,  sooa  as 
the  daylight  faded,  and  lay  there  ihi  ii<i,)p  a  them 
all  at  home.  To  open  my  eyes  was  to  iook  n  a 
mob  of  crouching  figures  by  the  distant  f -o  Avranplirig 
as  it  seemed— for  I  could  not  hear  them— over  their 
cards  and  dice.  But— close  my  eyes,  and  in  a  moment 
I  was  in  Jeanne  Falla's  great  kitchen  at  Beaumanoir, 
with  Carette  perched  up  on  the  side  of  the  green- 
bed,  swinging  her  feet  and  knitting  blue  wool,  and 
Aunt  Jeanne  herself,  kneeling  in  the  wide  hearth 
in  the  glow  of  the  flaming  gorse,  seeing  to  her  cook- 
ing and  flashing  her  merry  wisdom  at  us  with  twinkling 
eyes.  Or— in  the  glimmer  of  the  dawn,  my  eyes 
would  open  drearily  on  the  rows  and  rows  of  hammocks 
in  the  long  wooden  room,  every  single  hammock  a 
stark  bundle  of  misery  and  sufiering.  And  I  would 
close  them  again  and  draw  the  blanket  tight  over 
my  head,  and— we  were  boy  and  girl  again,  splashing 
barefoot  in  the  warm  pools  under  the  Autelets ; 
or— we  were  lying  in  the  sunshine  in  the  sweet  short 
herbs  of  the  headlands,  with  kicking  heels  and  light 
hair  all  mixed  up  with  dark,  as  we  laid  our  heads 
together  and  plotted  mischiefs ;  or,  side  by  side,  with 
gleaming  brown  faces,  and  free  unfettered  limbs  as 
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white  as  our  thoughts,  we  slipped  through  the  writh- 
ing coib  of  the  Gouliot,  and  hung  panting  to  the 
honeycombed  rocks  while  the  tide  hissed  and  whis- 
pered in  the  long  tresses  of  the  seaweed. 

My  clearest  and  dearest  recollections  were  of  those 
earlier  days,  before  any  fixed  hopes  and  ideas  had 
brought  with  them  other  possibilities.  But  I  thought 
too  of  Jeanne  Falla's  party,  and  of  young  Torode,  and 
I  wondered  and  wondered  what  might  be  happening 
over  there,  with  me  given  up  for  dead  and  Torode 
free  to  work  his  will  so  far  as  he  was  able. 

Some  comfort  I  found  in  thought  of  Aunt  Jeanne, 
in  whose  wisdom  I  had  much  faith ;  and  in  George 
Hamon,  who  knew  my  hopes  and  hated  Torode ; 
and  in  my  mother  and  my  grandfather  and  Krok, 
who  would  render  my  love  every  help  she  might  ask, 
but  were  not  so  much  in  the  way  o*  it  as  the  others. 
But,  if  they  all  deemed  me  dead, — uf  by  this  time  I 
feared  they  must,  though,  indeed,  they  had  refused 
to  do  so  before, — my  time  might  already  be  past, 
and  that  which  1  cherished  as  hope  might  be  even 
now  but  dead  ashes. 

At  times  I  wondered  if  Jean  Le  Marchant  had  not 
had  his  suspicions  of  Torode's  treacheries,  and  how 
he  would  regard  the  young  Torode  as  suitor  for  Carette 
in  that  case.  I  was  sure  in  my  own  mind  that  her 
father  and  brothers  would  never  peld  her  to  anything 
but  what  they  deemed  the  best  for  her.  But  their 
ideas  on  that  head  might  differ  widely  from  my  own, 
and  I  drew  small  comfort  from  the  thought. 

And  Carette  herself  ?  I  hugged  to  myself  the 
remembrance  of  her  last  farewell.  I  Uved  on  it.  It 
might  mean  nothing  more  than  the  memory  of  our 
old  friendship.    It  might  mean  everything.    I  chose 
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to  believe  it  meant  everything.    And  I  knew  that 

Si  J  *T  ^'"^  '^'  ^'^^  °«-«  listen  to  yoX 
Torode  if  a  ghmmer  of  the  truth  came  to  her  &us7^ 

she  was  the  soul  of  honour.  '   °^ 

Tlien  came  a  matter  which  at  once  added  tn  m„ 

Sf'  r  ^'  "°^'  '"^  "y  hanrwhttlept  Ty 
mmd  from  dwelhng  too  darkly  on  its  own  troubles.  '^ 

thf?«nH       /  '^"■'  ^  ^^^  *"  Pris°n«  "P  and  Town 

brought  m  by  the  war-ships,  that  death  no  sooner 

fTo^thr"^"'/  ^""""S"*  "^  '^^'^  "  ^^  fined  at  once 
from  the  oyerflowmg  quarters  elsewhere. 

We  had  fevers  and  agues  constantly  with  us   and 

one  tune  so  sharp  an  epidemic  of  small-V,x  tha"  ;verv 

man  of  us,  will  he  ni!  he,  had  to  submit  to  the  in^7 

at.on  then  newly  introduced  as  a  preventive  a^abs 

thkor  i        'm  ^*  ^  ^"^  ^  preventive  as  any  against 

fn  f>,  «.?^  ^"^""^  ^^  ^^^  J'^Ping  of  the  bodv 
m  the  fittest  possible  condition,  and  to  that  end  w 
subjected  ourselves  to  the  hardest  exe'cle  in  eve^' 
:Z  Z  r^r  ^°"*"^^'  ^'  -«-<^  I  thinkTe.^ 

bri'httVdThe  T^"^°*?  ^'"^  ^°^'y  P^^*'  ^"1  spring 
in  WK  ^  '^""^  ^<^  °'^''  hearts,  and  set  new  hfe 

H'hSh^bTe'k  *""^'  T"  *"  thought:ifra5? 

snow  it  hL  "T'^y  ^y  •"  *he  grip  of  ice  Jnd 

Etlv  of 't'h?'''- '"''"'?  *'^"*'»  *°  *!""  the  hard 
inTideTh?    i    ^   P"'°"-     ^'  ^^^  better  to  be  alive 


CHAPTER  XXIV 
HOW  I  CAME  ACROSS  ONE  AT  AMPERDOO 


I  HAD  worked  hard  at  my  carvings,  and  had  become 
both  a  better  craftsman  and  a  keener  bargainer,  and 
so  had  managed  to  accumttlate  a  small  store  of  money. 
I  could  see  my  way  without  much  difficulty  over  the 
first  high  wooden  stockade,  but  so  far  I  could  not 
see  how  to  pass  the  numberless  sentries  that  patrolled 
constantly  between  it  and  the  outer  fence. 

And  while  I  was  stiU  striving  to  surmount  this 
difftculty  in  my  own  mind,  which  would  I  knew  be 
still  more  difficult  in  actual  fact,  that  occurred  which 
upset  all  my  plans  and  tied  me  to  the  prison  for  many 
a  day. 

Among  the  new-comers  one  day  was  one  evidently 
sick  or  sorely  wounded.  His  party,  we  heard,  had 
come  up  by  barge  from  the  coast.  The  hospital  was 
full,  and  they  made  a  pallet  for  the  sick  man  in  a  comer 
of  our  long  room. 

He  lay  for  the  most  part  with  his  face  to  the  wall, 
and  seemed  much  broken  with  the  journey. 

I  had  passed  him  more  than  once  with  no  more 
than  the  glimpse  of  a  white  face.  An  attendant  from 
the  hospital  looked  in  now  and  again,  at  long  intervals, 
to  minister  to  his  wants.  The  sufferer  showed  no 
sign  of  requiring  or  wishing  anything  more,  and  while 
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his  forlornness  troubled  me,  I  did  not  see  that  I  could 
be  of  any  service  to  him. 
It  was  about  the  third  day  after  his  arrival  that  I 

fiLj^  '^T  *^  °"  """•  ^^  "  ^^'"^'l  t°  ™e  with 
knowledge.  I  went  across  and  bent  over  him,  then 
fell^  quickly  to  my  knees  beside  him. 

"  Le  Marchant !    Is  it  possible  ?  " 

It  was  Carette's  youngest  brother,  Helier 
All  that's  left  of  him,-hull  damaged,"  he  said 
with  a  feeble  show  of  spirit. 

"  What's  wrong  ?  " 

;;  A  shot  'twixt  wind  and  water-leaking  a  bit." 
Does  it  hurt  you  to  talk  '  " 

nofL^'^T^"^  ^^""^  '"°^'^'-  *"**  ^^^^^'  "  H"rts  more 
not  to.    Thought  you  were  dead." 

"I  suppose  so.    Now  you  must  lie  quiet,  and  Til 

^L^^VT  ^u"*  *'"  ™^'»°^  w«^«  they  ail  in 
Sercq  the  last  you  heard-my  mother  and  grandfather 
-and  Carette  ?    And  how  long  is  it  since  ?^ 

A  month-all  well,  far  as  I  know.    But  we-" 
with  a  gloomy  shake  of  the  head-  '  we  are  wiped 

"  Your  father  and  brothers  ?  " 

"  All  in  same  boat— wiped  out  " 
ihl  7^^^  ^''^  ^^^  *°  *1"^*'°"  him  further,  but 
o  wa^'^i'""'  ^""'^T^  '"y^  *°  '»^'  -»d  I  had 
^ZT'         r'  ™"'''  *°  ''^^^  l^^">t  that  up  to  a 

though  his  last  words  raised  new  black  fears 

naid  hrC^'i*  °''*'''*"  ^^  ^^^  '>°^P"*'  attendant 
paid  h.s  belated  visit,  and  then  questioned  him. 

bout  of  7         "^^  ^^^  '•*"«•"  ^^  told  me,  ••  and  a 

nursmg.    Do  you  know  him  ?  " 
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"  He  is  from  my  country.  If  you'll  tell  me  what 
to  do  I'll  see  to  him." 

"  Then  I'll  leave  him  to  you.  We've  got  our 
hands  full  over  there,"  and  he  gave  me  simple  direc- 
tions as  to  treatment,  and  told  me  to  report  to  him 
each  day. 

And  so  my  work  was  cut  out  for  me,  and  for  the 
time  being  all  thought  of  escape  was  put  aside. 

It  was  as  much  as  I  could  do  to  keep  Le  Marchant 
from  talking,  but  I  insisted  and  bullied  him  into 
the  silence  that  was  good  for  him,  and  had  my  reward 
in  his  healing  lung  and  slowly  returning  strength. 

To  keep  him  quiet  I  sat  much  with  him,  and  told 
him  by  degrees  pretty  nearly  all  that  had  happened 
to  me.  In  the  matter  of  Torode  I  could  not  at  first 
make  up  my  mind  whether  to  disclose  the  whole  or 
not,  and  so  told  him  only  how  John  Ozanne  and  the 
Swallow  encountered  Main  Rouge,  and  came  to  grief, 
and  how  the  privateer,  having  picked  me  up,  had  lodged 
me  on  board  the  Josephine. 

I  thought  he  eyed  me  closely  while  I  told  of  it, 
and  then  doubted  if  it  was  not  my  own  lack  of  candour 
that  prompted  the  thought. 

His  recovery  was  slow  work  at  best,  for  the  wound 
had  brought  on  fever,  and  the  fever  had  reduced  him 
terribly,  and  when  the  later  journeying  renewed  the 
wound  trouble  he  had  barely  strength  to  hang  on. 
But  he  was  an  Island  man,  and  almost  kin  to  me  for 
the  love  I  bore  Carette,  and  I  spared  myself  no  whit 
in  his  service,  thinking  ever  of  her.  And  the  care 
and  attention  I  was  able  to  give  him,  and  perhaps 
the  very  fact  of  companionship,  and  the  hopes  I  held 
out  of  escape  together  when  he  should  be  well  enough, 
wrought   mightUy   in   him.    So   much   so   that   the 
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my  help  elseXrf i"'!^  ^f^^  ^«  -^^  "^* 
was  on  his  feet  :.L^  r  "y  P""*^"*  patient 
tending  sick  men.'"'"'  "  '  "^^  ^-^^-^^  ''-"  for 

kegs  fnd  made  a  boft  tV*^^''  ^'^^'^  ^^'^^ted 
selves  facrto  face  ii  h  "P""'  ""'^  ^°""^  ^hem- 

tricked,  flung  i?cre«:„*'Srh.'  'f  °"^  ^*  ''""«  ^° 
for  a  chance  of  freedom  ''  '''^'  """  ^""S'^* 

'•  an?";  rasTmisS'f''""-''  ^^''^  ««'-^  Utterly, 

-ad  aLnt  as  he  5id     T^'  *\°"«'*  "^  ^  ^«"  - 
down     ThU\v  .■    ^  ^^"^  '^"n  and  Martin  eo 

anl"!  do^rreibTrl'""^*  *"'"  ""^  '"  ^''^  '^h-t! 
till  I  ca^e  to  «"  ?k"^'  •^''■y  ""^'^'^y  ^"^^  that, 

with  a  vas/^r^f  Xt^s'X!:"^"^'  ^'  ^°^^°"- 
out  and  anywhere  tn  n?,^  x      "^^  '^'^''^  •'"^tled 

from  the  E'sThL.  ^%'°r  ^°'  ^  ^°*  °^  mounded 
wounded  Sr  tha„  wn  V^T"^'*  "  ""'''''  '°  P'^V 
kept  a  quie  ton-^^  Tt^  smuggler,  and  so  I 
journey  Zelme^h.rK^''^.  "'"*  ""^  "ere.  The 
It:sgo^t;rea'"lerc;te'tL"?.^'^'^  "^  ^  -»^- 

all.  of^iiue"*'"^  '  "  '  ^''^''-  "^''^'^-S.  past  them 
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"  Never  a  word  have  I  heard."  he  said  gloomily. 
"  They  were  taken  or  killed  without  doubt.  And  if 
they  are  alive  and  whole  they  are  on  King's  ships,  for 
they're  crimping  every  man  they  can  lay  hands  on 
down  there." 

"  And  Carette  will  be  all  alone,  and  that  devil  of  a 
Torode— my  Gof'  Le  Marchant  1— but  it  is  hard  to 
sit  here  and  think  of  it !  Get  you  well,  and  we  will 
be  gone." 

"  Aunt  Jeanne  will  see  to  her,"  he  said  confidently. 
"  Aunt  Jeanne  is  a  cleverer  woman  than  most." 

"  And  Torode  a  cleverer  man— the  old  one  at  all 
events  ;  "  and  under  spur  of  my  anxiety,  with  which  I 
thought  to  quicken  his  also,  I  told  him  the  whole 
matter  of  the  double-flag  treachery,  and  looked  for 
amazement  equal  to  the  quality  of  my  news.  But  the 
surprise  was  mine,  for  he  showed  none. 

"  It's  a  vile  business,"  he  said,  "  but  we  saw  the 
possibilities  of  it  long  since,  and  had  our  suspicions  of 
Torode  himself.  I'm  not  sure  that  he's  the  only  one 
at  it  either.  They  miscall  us  Le  Marchants  behind  our 
backs,  but  honest  smuggling's  sweet  compared  with 
that  kind  of  work.  And  so  Torode  is  Main  Rouge ! 
That's  news  anyway.  If  ever  we  get  home,  men 
beau,  we'll  make  things  hot  for  him.  He's  a  treacher- 
ous devil.  I'm  not  sure  he  hadn't  a  hand  in  our 
trouble  also." 
"  If  he  had  any  end  to  serve  I  could  beUeve  it  of 

him." 

"  But  what  end  ?  " 

"  Young  Torode  wants  Carette." 

He  laughed  as  though  he  deemed  my  horiwn 
bounded  by  Carette,  as  indeed  it  was.  "  No  need  for 
him  to  make  away  with  the  whcde  of  her  family  m 
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order  to  get  her,"  he  laid.    "  It  would  not  commend 
him  to  her." 

And  presently,  after  musing  over  the  matter,  he 
said,  "  All  the  same,  Carr^,  what  I  can't  understand  is 
why  you're  alive.  In  Torode's  place  now  I'd  surely 
have  sunk  you  with  the  rest.  Man  I  his  Ufe  is  in 
your  hands." 

"  I  understand  it  no  more  than  you  do.  I  can  only 
suppose  he  thought  he'd  finally  disposed  of  me  by 
shipping  me  aboard  the  Josiphine." 

"  A  sight  easier  to  have  shipped  you  into  the  sea 
with  a  shot  at  your  heels,  and  a  sight  safer  too." 

"  It  is  so,"  I  said.  "  And  how  I  come  to  be  here,  and 
alive,  I  cannot  tell." 

As  soon  as  the  lung  healed,  and  he  was  able  to  get 
about  in  the  fresh  air,  he  picked  up  rapidly,  and  we 
began  to  plan  oiu-  next  move. 

We  grew  very  iriendly,  as  was  only  natural,  and 
our  minds  were  open  to  one  another.  The  only  point 
on  which  I  found  him  in  any  way  awanting  was  in  a 
full  and  proper  appreciation  of  his  sister.  He  conceded, 
in  brotherly  fashion,  that  she  was  a  good  Uttle  girl,  and 
pretty,  as  girls  went,  and  possessed  of  a  spirit  of  her 
own.  And  I,  who  had  never  had  a  sister,  nor  indeed 
much  to  do  with  girls  as  a  class,  could  only  marvel  at 
his  duUness,  for  to  me  Carette  was  the  very  rose  and 
crown  of  hfe,  and  the  simple  thought  of  her  was  a 
cordial  to  the  soul. 

I  confided  to  him  my  plans  for  escape,  and  we  laid 
our  heads  together  as  to  the  outer  stockade,  but  with 
all  our  thinking  couW  not  see  the  way  across  it.  That 
open  space  between,  with  its  hedge  of  sentries,  seemed 
an  impassable  barrier. 

We  were  aiw  divided  in  opinion  a*  to  the  better 
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course  to  take  if  we  should  get  outside.  Le  Marchant 
favoured  a  rush  straight  to  the  east  coast,  which  was 
not  more  than  thirty  miles  away.  There  he  felt 
confident  of  falling  in  with  some  of  the  free-trading 
community  who  would  put  us  across  to  Holland  or 
even  to  Dunkeroue,  where  they  were  in  force  and  rec- 
ognbed.  I,  on  :he  other  hand,  stuck  out  for  the  longer 
journey  right  trr  >ugh  England  to  the  south  coast, 
whence  it  shot  !<'  be  possible  to  get  passage  direct  to 
the  Islands.  Wiiichever  way  we  went  we  were  fully 
aware  that  our  troubles  would  only  begin  when  the 
prison  was  left  behind  us,  and  that  they  would  increase 
with  every  step  we  took  towards  salt  water.  For  so 
great  had  been  the  waste  of  life  in  the  war  that  the 
fleets  were  short-handed,  and  anything  in  the  shape  of 
a  man  was  pounced  on  by  the  pressgangs  as  soon  as 
seen,  and  fiung  aboard  ship  to  be  licked  into  shape  to  be 
shot  at. 

Le  Marchant  urged,  with  some  reason,  that  on  the 
longer  tramp  to  the  south  his  presence  with  me  would 
introduce  a  danger  which  would  be  absent  if  I  were 
alone.  For  his  English  was  not  fluent,  and  he  spoke  it 
with  an  accent  that  would  betray  him  at  once.  He 
even  suggested  our  parting,  if  we  ever  did  succeed  in 
getting  out — he  to  take  his  chance  eastward,  while  I 
went  south,  lest  he  should  prove  a  drag  on  me.  But 
this  I  would  not  hear  of,  and  the  matter  was  still 
undecided  when  our  chance  came  suddenly  and 
unexpectedly. 


CHAPTER  XXV 

HOW  WE  SAID  GOOD-BYE  TO  AMPERDOO 

We  were  w  ;i  into  the  summer  by  the  time  Le  Marchant 
was  fuUy  fit  to  travel,  and  we  had  planned  and  pondered 
over  that  outer  stockade  tiU  our  brains  ached  with 
such  unusual  exercise,  and  still  we  did  not  see  our  way. 
For  the  outer  sentries  were  too  thickly  posted  to  offer 
any  hopes  of  overcoming  them,  and  even  if  we  succeeded 
m  getting  past  any  certain  one,  the  time  occupied  in 
scaling  the  outer  palisades  would  be  fatal  to  us. 

Then  our  chance  came  without  a  moment's  warning, 
and  we  took  it  on  the  wing. 

It  was  a  black  oppressive  night  after  a  dull  hot 
day.  We  had  been  duly  counted  into  our  long  sleep- 
ing-room,  and  were  lying  panting  in  our  hammocks, 
when  the  storm  broke  right  above  us.  There  came 
a  bhnding  blue  glare  which  lit  up  every  comer  of  the 
room,  and  then  a  crash  so  close  and  awful  that  some 
of  us,  I  trow,  thought  it  the  last  crash  of  all.  For 
myself,  I  know,  I  lay  dazed  and  breathless,  wondering 
what  the  ne.xt  minute  would  bring. 

It  brought  irild  shouts  from  outside  and  the  rush 
of  many  feet,  the  hurried  clanging  of  a  beU,  the  beating 
of  a  drum,  and  then  everything  was  drowned  in  a 
furious  downpour  of  rain  which  beat  on  the  roof  like 
whips  and  flails. 
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What  was  happening  I  could  not  tell,  but  there  was 
confusion  without,  and  confusion  meant  chances. 

I  slipped  out  of  my  hammock,  unhitched  it,  and 
stole  across  to  Le  Marchant. 

"  Come  I  Bring  your  hammock  t  "  I  whispered, 
and  within  a  minute  we  were  outside  in  the  storm, 
drenched  to  the  skin  but  full  of  hope. 

One  of  the  long  wooden  houses  on  the  other  side  of 
the  enclosure  was  ablaze,  but  whether  from  the  light- 
ning or  as  cover  to  some  larger  attempt  at  escape  we 
could  not  tell.  Very  likely  the  latter,  I  have  since 
thought,  for  the  soldiers  were  gathering  there  in 
numbers,  and  the  bell  still  rang  and  the  drum  still 
beat. 

Without  a  word,  for  all  this  we  had  discussed  and 
arranged  long  since,  we  crept  to  the  palisade  nearest 
to  us.  I  took  my  place  solidly  against  it.  Le  Marchant 
climbed  up  onto  my  shoulders,  flung  the  end  of  his 
hammock  over  the  spiked  top  till  it  caught  with  its 
cordage,  and  in  a  moment  he  was  sitting  among  the 
teeth  up  above.  Another  moment,  and  I  was  along- 
side him,  peering  down  into  the  danger  ring  below, 
while  the  rain  thrashed  down  upon  us  so  furiously 
that  it  was  all  we  could  do  to  see  or  hear.  We  could, 
indeed,  see  nothing  save  what  was  right  under  our 
hands,  for  the  dead  blackness  of  the  night  was  a  thing 
to  be  felt. 

There  was  no  sound  or  sign  of  wardership.  It 
seemed  as  thot^ph  what  I  had  hardly  dared  to  hope 
had  come  to  pass, — as  though,  in  a  word,  that  urgent 
caU  to  the  other  side  of  the  enclosure,  to  forestall  an 
escape  or  a.<isist  at  the  fire,  had  bared  this  side  of 
guards. 

We  crouched  there  among  the  shaip  points,  listening 
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w«Uae«  of  «,ul  but  from  rteer  lack  of  strength  to 

sr^k*  "^iL^o""  '  7f  ^^'  "  "on  as  he  could 
»PMK.       I  m  done.    Get  you  along  I  " 

•  I'm  done  too."  I  said,  and  in  truth  I  could  not 

h^gone  much  farther.    "  We'll  rest  here  tS  daS 

break,  then  we  can  see  where  we  are  "  ^ 

r«^/A^^A°  '"?.**''  '°''  a'K'unent,  and  we  lay  in  the 
muddy  sedge  tiU  our  hearts  had  settled  to  a  mor! 
reasonable  beat  and  we  had  breath  for  s^h  '" 

Marc"»tL"eJ.'"  "'  «^''  "^  ^^   '^^^"  !•« 
"It  felt  hke  fifty  miles,  but  it  was  such  rou..h 
work  that    t's  probably  nearer  five.    But  it  canTbe 
long  to  daylight.    Then  we  shall  know  better  •' 

We  struggled  to  a  drier  hummock  and  lav  down 
again.  The  rain  had  ceased,  and  presentfy  S 
we  lay  watching  for  the  first  flicker  of  da^  i^  SS 
or  on  our  left,  an  exclamation  from  Le  M«ch2 
brought  me  round  with  a  jerk,  to  find  the  sky7ofteS 
and  hghtenmg  right  behind  us.  The  ditch«  a„d  hf 
darlme«  and  our  many  falls  had  led  us  asT4  j! 
stead  of  gomg  due  east  we  had  fetched  a  compaL 
and  bent  round  to  the  north ;  instead  of  leavine  o^ 

Kene"onl?I*'^'r"«''  "'  ^"'^  ^  *''''  «"'do- 
I^-  li  .  "  ^^  '""«  **™  ^ats,  we  saw  in  the  distance 
the  black  rmg  of  the  stockade  on  its  little  elevSo^ 

at  thTi^fi.  °"'  •  '^'^  ^  Marchant,  with  a  groan 
at  the  wasted  energies  of  the  night 

will  ho  f  ^^K  "^'"'^  '^^""  ^^'^-  "  they  seek  us  it 
s^h^  1  "*•*""  ^*^y-  '^^^y'^  never  think  we'd  be 
suchjools  as  to  stop  within  a  couple  of  miles  of  the 

And,  mdeed,  before  I  had  done  speaking,  we  could 


MKROCOTY   RESOLUTION   TIST   CHAIT 

{ANSI  ond  ISO  TEST  CHART  Ho.  2) 


^  /APPLIED  Ifv/HGE     Inc 

^S^  1CS3  Eost   Main  StrMi 

^.S  Rochasttf.  N«>  York       U609      USA 

•^S  f  6)   *82  -  0300  -  Phone 


242 


CARETTE  OF  SARK 


make  out  the  tiny  black  figures  of  patrols  setting  ofi 
along  the  various  roads  that  led  through  the  swamp>s, 
and  so  we  lay  still,  and  watched  the  black  figures 
disappear  to  the  east  and  south  and  north. 

So  long  as  we  kept  hidden  I  had  no  great  fear  of 
them,  for  the  swamps  were  honeycombed  with  hiding- 
places,  and  to  beat  them  thoroughly  would  have 
required  one  hundred  men  to  every  one  they  could 
spare. 

"  I'm  not  at  all  sure  it's  us  they're  after,"  I  said, 
by  way  of  cheer  for  us  both.  "  All  that  turmoil  last 
night  and  the  fire  makes  me  think  some  of  the  others 
in  Number  Thrie  were  on  the  same  job." 

"  Like  enough,  but  I  don't  see  that  it  helps  us 
much.    Can  we  find  anything  to  eat  ?  " 

But  we  had  come  away  too  hurriedly  to  make  any 
provision,  and  we  knew  too  Uttle  of  the  roots  among 
which  we  lay  to  venture  any  of  them.  So  we  lay, 
hungry  and  sodden,  in  spite  of  the  sun  which  presently 
set  the  flats  steaming,  and  did  not  dare  to  move  lest 
some  sharp  eye  should  spy  us.  We  could  only  hope 
for  night  and  stars,  and  then  sooner  or  later  to  come 
across  some  place  where  food  could  be  got,  if  it  was 
only  green  grain  out  of  a  field,  for  our  stomachs  were 
calling  uneasily. 

Twice  during  the  day  we  heard  guns  at  a  distance, 
and  that  confirmed  my  idea  that  others  besides 
ourselves  had  escaped,  and  by  widening  the  chase  it 
gave  me  greater  hopes.  But  it  was  weary  work 
lying  there,  and  more  and  more  painful  as  regards 
our  stomachs,  which  from  crying  came  to  clamour, 
and  from  clamour  to  painful  groanings,  and  a  hollow 
clapping  together  of  their  empty  linings. 

Not  till  nightfall  did  we  dare  to  move,  and  very 
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grateful  we  were  that  the  night  was  fine  with  a  glorious 

stdl  had  to  keep  to  the  marsh-lands  and  away  from 
the  roads.  And  now,  from  lack  of  food,  our,  hearS 
were  not  so  stout,  and  the  going  seemed  heavier  and 

had  in   the  Everglades   of  Florida,  and  I  told  Le 

Oncelat     '*.r-  '"'  'i  ^"^  "°'  greatly  cheer  him 
ou?LT„  5  r    !f    ' !?  °1!',"'"'^  tr^y^nmg.  we  stumbled 
out  mto  a  road  and  while  we  stood  doubtful  whether 

ZX  ""'  ^^''  ',°  "'^  "  '°'  *he  easement  of  our 

clkk  of  a™,'^^  ''°"^  "  ''''  '^P  °^  «"«"  -nd  the 
click  of  arms,  and  we  were  barely  in  the  ditch,  with 

past  us  m  the  direction  of  the  prison 

We  made  a  better  course  that  night,  in  the  matter 
of  direction  at  all  events,  but  our  progress  was  dlw 
for  we  were  both  feeling  sorely  the  lack  of  fo^drd 
our  way  across  the  flats  was  stiU  fuU  of  pkfaUs 
into  which  we  fell  duUy  and  dragged  our^v^  out 
do^edly.  We  had  been  thirty  hof«  witS  a  bke 
and  suffered  severe  pains,  probably  from  the  ma«h 
wato  we  had  drrnik  and  had  to  drink 

Two  hundred  kegs  of  fine  French  cognac  we 
dropped  overboard  outside  Poole  Harbour,"  groaned  Le 

to'^us  wl  ?  K  T  *^'"  ^°'^^  ^''"^  ^''^  n-w-life 
SDirks  wS/  r  'k  °"  "^"  "^^^^^^  ^^^^  our 
XZT  '*  f^'  """^  *"^'y  *t  t™««  the  weariness 
of  the  body  was  like  to  master  the  spirit. 

We  must  come  across  something  in  time  "  I  tried 
tocheer  hmi  with-feeling  little  chei  mysdf'.        ^ 

If  It  s  only  the  hole  they'll  find  our  bodies  in  " 
he  said  down-heartedly.  "■' 
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And  a  very  short  whUe  after  that,  as  though  to 
point  his  words,  we  fell  together  into  a  slimy  ditch, 
and  it  seemed  to  me  that  Le  Marchant  lay  unable 
to  rise. 

I  put  my  arms  under  him,  and  strove  to  lift  him, 
and  felt  a  shock  of  horror  as  another  man's  arms 
round  him  on  the  other  side  touched  mine,  and  I  found 
another  man  tr)dng  to  lift  him  also. 

"  Bon  Dieu !  "  I  gasped  in  my  fright,  and  let  the 
body  go,  as  the  other  jerked  out  the  same  words,  and 
released  his  hold  also,  and  the  body  fell  between  us. 

"  Dieu-de-dieu,   Carr6 !    But   I   thought   tb^  was 
you,"  panted  Le  Marchant  in  a  shaky  voice. 
"  And  I  thoug^lt  it  wa      ju." 
We  bent  together  and  lifted  the  fallen  one  to  solid 
ground,  but  it  was  too  dark  to  see  his  face. 
"  Is  he  dead  ?  " 

"  He  is  dead,"  I  said,  for  I  had  laid  my  hand  against 
his  heart,  and  it  was  still,  and  his  flesh  was  clammy 
cold,  and  when  we  found  him  he  was  lying  face 
down  in  the  mud. 

"  He  escaped  as  we  did,  and  wandered  till  he  fell 
in  here  and  was  too  weak  to  rise.  Let  us  go  on ; "  and 
we  joined  hands,  for  the  comfort  of  the  living  touch, 
and  went  on  our  way  more  heavily  than  before. 

We  kept  anxious  look-out  for  lights  or  any  sign  of 
humanity.  And  lights  indeed  we  saw  at  times  that 
night,  and  cowered  shivering  in  ditches  and  mudholes 
as  they  flitted  to  and  fro  about  the  marshes.  For 
these,  we  knew,  were  no  earthly  lights,  but  ghost 
flares  tempting  us  to  destruction  —  stealthy  pale 
flames  of  greenish-blue  which  hovered  like  ghostly 
butterflies,  and  danced  on  the  darkness,  and  fluttered 
from  place  to  place  as  though  blown  by  unfelt  winds. 
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And  one  time,  after  we  had  left  the  dead  man  behind 


CHAPTER  XXVI 

HOW  WE  FOUND  A  FRIEND  IN  NEED 

But—"  pas  de  rue  sans  but !  "  as  we  say  in  Sercq— 
there  is  no  road  but  has  an  ending.  And,  just  as  the 
dawn  was  softening  the  east,  and  when  we  were  nigh 
our  last  effort,  we  stumbled  by  sheerest  accident  on 
shelter,  warmth,  and  food,— and  so  upon  life,  for  I  do 
not  think  either  of  us  could  have  carried  on  much 
longer,  and  to  have  sunk  down  there  in  the  marsh, 
with  no  hope  of  food,  must  soon  have  brought  us  to 
an  end. 

It  was  Le  Marchant  who  melt  it  first. 
"  Carr^,"  he  said  suddenly,  "  there  is  smoke,"  and 
he  stood  and  sniffed  like  a  sta'T^inp  dog.    Then  I  smelt 
it  also,  a  sweet  pleasant  smell  of  burning,  and  we 
sniffed  together. 

Since  it  came  to  us  on  the  wmd  we  followed  up  the 
wind  in  search  of  it,  and  nosed  about  hither  and  thither, 
losing  it,  finding  it,  but  getting  hotter  and  hotter  on 
the  scent  till  we  came  at  last  to  a  little  mound,  and 
out  of  the  mound  the  smoke  came. 

A  voice  also  as  we  drew  close,  muffled  and  mono- 
tonous, but  human  beyond  doubt.  We  crept  round 
the  mound  till  we  came  on  a  doorway  aU  covered  with 
furze  and  grasses  till  it  looked  no  more  than  a  part 
of  the  mound.    We  puUed  open  the  door,  and  the 
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voice  inside  said,  "  Blight  him  I    Blight  him  !    Blight 
him  I  "  and  we  crept  in  on  our  hands  and  knees. 

There  was  a  small  fire  of  brown  sods  burning  on  the 
ground,  and  the  place  was  full  of  a  sweet  pungent 
smoke.  A  little  old  man  sat  crouched  with  his  chin 
on  his  knees  staring  into  the  fire,  and  said,  "  Blight 
him  I  Blight  him  1  Blight  him  !  "  without  ceasing. 
There  was  no  more  than  room  for  the  three  of  us, 
and  we  elbowed  one  another  as  we  crouched  by  the  fire! 

He  turned  a  rambUng  eye  on  us,  but  showed  no 
surprise. 

"BUght  him!  Blight  him!  Blight  him  I "  said 
the  little  old  man. 

"Blight  him!  Blight  him!  BUght  him!"  said 
I,  deeming  it  well  to  fall  in  with  his  humour. 

"  Ay— who  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  The  one  you  mean." 

"  Ay,— Blight  him  I  BUght  him  !  Blight  him  I  " 
and  he  Ufted  a  bottle  from  the  ground  between  his 
knees,  and  took  a  pull  at  it,  and  passed  it  on  to  me. 
I  drank  and  passed  it  to  Le  Marchant,  and  the  fiery 
spirit  ran  through  my  veins  Uke  new  hot  life. 

"We  are  starving.  Give  us  to  eat,"  I  said,  and 
the  old  man  pointed  to  a  hole  in  the  side  of  the  hut. 
I  thrust  in  my  hand  and  found  bread,  dark  coloured 
and  coarse,  but  amazingly  sweet  and  strengthening, 
and  a  lump  of  fat  bacon.  We  divided  it  without  a 
word,  and  ate  Uke  famished  dogs.  And  all  the  time 
the  old  man  chaunted  "  Blight  him  I  "  with  fervour, 
and  drank  every  now  and  then  from  the  bottle.  We 
drank  too  as  we  ate,  but  sparingly,  lest  our  heads 
should  go  completely,  though  we  could  not  beUeve 
such  hospitaUty  a  trap. 

It  was  a  nightmare  ending  to  a  nightmare  journey. 
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but  for  the  moment  we  had  food  and  shelter  and  we 
asked  no  more.  Whe'  we  had  eaten  we  curled  our- 
selves up  on  the  floor  and  slept,  with  "  Blight  him ! 
Blight  him  I    Blight  him  I  "  dying  in  our  ears. 

I  must  have  slept  a  long  time,  for  when  I  woke  I  felt 
ahnost  myself  again.  I  had  dim  remembrances  of 
half-wakings,  in  which  I  had  seen  the  old  man  still 
crouching  over  his  smouldering  fire  muttering  his 
usual  curse.  But  now  he  was  gone,  and  Le  Marchant 
and  I  had  the  place  to  ourselves,  and  presently  Le 
Marchant  stretched  and  yawned,  and  sat  up  blinkmg 
at  the  smoke. 

"  Where  is  thd  old  one  ?  "  he  asked.  "  Or  was  he 
only  a  dieam  ?  " 

"  Real  enough,  and  so  was  his  bread  and  bacon. 
I'm  hungry  again,"  and  we  routed  about  for  food, 
but  found  only  a  bottle  with  spirits  in  it,  which  we 
drank. 

We  sat  there  in  the  careless  sloth  that  follows  too 
great  a  strain,  but  feeling  the  strength  grow  as  we 

S3,t, 

"  Is  he  safe  ?  "  asked  Le  Marchant  at  last.  "  Or 
has  he  gone  to  bring  the  soldiers  on  us  ?  And  is  it 
night  or  day  ?  "  and  he  felt  round  with  his  foot 
till  it  came  on  the  door  and  let  in  a  bright  gleam  of 
daylight. 

We  crawled  out  into  the  sunshine  and  sat  with  our 
backs  against  the  sods  of  the  house,  looking  out  over 
the  great  sweep  of  the  flats.  It  was  like  a  sea  whose 
tumbling  waves  had  turned  suddenly  into  earth 
and  become  fixed.  Here  and  there  great  green 
breakers  stood  up  above  the  rest  with  bristling  crests 
of  wire  grass,  and  the  darker  patches  of  tiny  tangled 
shrubs  and  heather  and  the   long  black  pools  and 
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ditches  were  like  the  shadows  that  dapple  the  sea. 
The  sky  was  almost  as  clear  a  blue  as  we  get  in  Sercq, 
and  was  so  full  of  singing  larks  that  it  set  ns  thinking 
of  home. 

Away  on  the  margin  of  the  flats  we  saw  the  steeples 
of  churches,  and  between  us  and  them  a  small  black 
object  came  flitting  like  a  jumping  beetle.  We  sat 
and  watched  it,  and  it  turned  into  a  man,  who  over- 
came the  black  ditches,  and  picked  his  way  from 
tussock  to  tussock,  by  means  of  a  long  pole,  which 
brought  him  to  us  at  length  in  a  series  of  flying  leaps. 

"Blight  him!  Blight  him!  Blight  him!"  he 
said  as  he  landed.    "  So  you  are  awake  at  last." 

"  Awake  and  hungry,"  I  said. 

He  loosed  a  bundle  from  his  back  and  opened  it, 
and  showed  us  bread  and  bacon. 

"  Blight  him  I  Eat  I  "  he  said,  and  we  needed  no 
second  bidding. 

"  You  are  from  the  cage  ?  "  he  asked  as  he  sat 
and  watched  us. 

I  nodded. 

"  All  the  birds  that  come  my  way  I  feed,"  he  said. 
"  For  once  I  was  caged  myself.    Blight  him  I  " 

"  Whom  do  you  blight  ?  "  I  asked. 

"  Whom  ?  "  he  cried  angrily,  and  turned  a  suspicious 
eye  on  me.  "  The  Hanover  rat,— George  I  .  .  .  And 
the  blight  works— oh,  it  works,  and  the  brain  rots 
in  his  head  and  the  maggots  gnaw  at  his  heart.  And 
they  wonder  why  I  ...  an  effectual  fervent  curse  ! 
—Oh,  it  works  I  For  years  and  years  I've  cursed 
him  night  and  day  and— you  see  I  Keep  him  in 
the  dark,  they  said.  Let  no  man  speak  to  him  for 
a  twelvemonth  and  a  day,  they  said.  And  no  man 
spoke,  but  I  myself,  and  all  day  long  and  all  night  I 
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cursed  him  out  loud  for  the  sound  of  my  own  voice, 
since  no  other  might  speak  to  me.  For  the  silence 
and  the  darkness  pressed  upon  me  like  the  churchyard 
mould,  and  I  kept  my  wits  only  hy  cursing.     Blight 

him!     Blight  him  I     And  now  they  say But 

they  may  say  what  they  will  so  they  leave  me  in 
peace,  for  I  know — and  you  know  " — and  he  bent 
forward  confidentially — "it's  the  King  that's  mad, 
and  soon  everyone  will  know  it.  Blight  him !  Blight 
him  I     Oh — an  eflei  .ual  fervent  curse  indeed  I  " 

"  We  are  grateful  to  you,"  I  said,  "  for  food  and 
shelter.    We  have  money,  we  will  pay." 

"  As  you  will.  Those  who  can,  pay.  Those  who 
can't,  don't.  All  caged  birds,  I  help.  Blight  him ! 
Blight  him !  " 

"  We  would  rest  till  night,  then  you  can  put  us  on 
our  way  to  the  coast.  This  is  an  ill  land  to  wander  in 
in  the  dark.  Last  night  we  came  on  one  who  had 
strayed  and  died." 

"  Where  away  ?  "  he  asked  quickly. 

"  In  the  marshes— over  yonder — about  a  mile 
away,  I  should  say." 

"  Was  he  clothed  ?  "  he  snapped. 

"  Yes,  he  was  clothed." 

And  he  was  off  with  his  pole  across  the  flats,  in 
great  bounds,  while  we  sat  wondering.  We  could 
see  his  uncouth  hops  as  he  went  to  and  fro  at  a  distance, 
and  in  time  he  came  back  with  a  bundle  of  clothes 
tied  to  his  back. 

"  Food  one  can  always  get  for  the  herbs  of  the 
marshes,"  he  said,  "  and  drink  comes  easy  when  you 
know  where  to  get  it.  But  clothes  cost  money  and 
the  dead  need  them  not.    Blight  him  I  " 

Le  Marchant  begged  me  to  ask  if  he  had  any  tobacco 
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and  a  pipe,  and  I  did  jo.    He  went  inside  and  came 
out  with  a  day  pipe  and  some  dried  brown  herb, 

"  It  is  not  what  you  smoke,  but  such  as  it  is  it  is 
there,"  he  said ;  and  Le  Marchant  tried  a  whiff  or  two, 
but  laid  the  pipe  a  't  with  a  grunt. 

"  He  speaks  as  do  •  le  others  from  the  cage.  How 
come  you  to  speak  as  we  do  ?  " 

"  I  am  from  Sercq.    It  is  part  of  England." 

"  I  never  heard  of  it.     Why  did  they  cage  you  ?  " 

"  I  was  prisoner  on  a  French  ship  which  they 
captured.  I  let  them  believe  me  French  rather  than 
be  pressed  on  board  a  King's  ship." 

"  Right !    Blight  him  I  " 

That  long  rest  made  men  of  us  again.  Our  host 
had  little  to  say  to  us  except  t>iat  the  King  was  mad, 
and  we  concluded  that  on  that  subject  he  was  none 
too  sane  himself,  though  in  other  matters  we  had  no 
fault  to  find  with  him. 

We  got  directions  for  our  guidance  out  of  him  during 
the  day,  and  as  soon  as  it  was  dark  he  set  off  with  us 
across  the  marshes,  and  led  us  at  last  on  to  more 
trustworthy  ground  and  told  us  how  to  go.  We  gave 
him  money  and  hearty  thanks,  and  shook  him  by 
the  hand  and  went  on  our  way.  The  last  words  we 
heard  from  him,  out  of  the  darkness,  were  the  same  as 
we  heard  first  in  the  darkness—"  Blight  him  !  Blight 
him !  Blight  him  !  "  and  if  they  did  another  old 
man  no  harm  they  certainly  seemed  to  afford  great 
satisfaction  to  this  one. 

All  that  night  we  walked  steadily  eastward,  passing 
through  sleepinj,  villages  and  by  sleeping  fannhouses, 
and  meeting  none  who  showed  any  des"  s  to  question 
us.  In  the  early  morning  I  bought  bread  and  cheese 
from  a  sleepy  wife  at  a  little  shop  in  a  village  that 
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was  just  waking  up,  and  we  ate  as  we  walked,  and 
slept  in  a  haystack  tiU  late  in  the  afternoon.  We 
trsunpcd  again  all  night,  and  long  before  daylight  we 
smelt  salt  water,  and  when  the  sun  rose  we  were 
sitting  on  a  cliff  watching  it  come  up  out  of  the  sea. 


CHAPTER  XXVII 

HOW  WE  CAME  UPON  A  WHITED  SEPULCHRE 
AND  FELL  INTO  THE  FIRE 


We  wandered  a  great  way  down  that  lonely  coast 
before  a  fishing  village  hove  in  sight.  At  regular 
intervals  we  came  upon  watchmen  on  the  look-out 
for  invadprs  or  smugglers,  and  to  all  such  we  gave 
wide  berth,  by  a  circuit  in  the  country  or  by  dodging 
them  on  their  beats.  It  was  only  towns  we  feared, 
and  of  those  there  were  fort'  lately  not  many.  In 
the  villages  we  had  no  di£&ci  y  in  buying  food,  and 
to  all  who  questioned  we  were  on  our  way  to  the 
Nore  to  join  a  King's  ship  and  fight  ^  French- 
men. To  cover  Le  Marchant's  lack  of  jeech,  we 
muffled  his  face  in  flannel  and  gave  him  a  tooth- 
ache which  rendered  him  bearish  and  disinclined  for 
talk.  And  so  we  came  slowly  down  the  coast, 
wth  eyes  and  ears  alert  for  chance  of  crossing, 
and  wondered  at  the  lack  of  enterpiise  on  the  part 
of  the  dwellers  there  which  rendered  the  chances  so 
few. 

Many  recollections  crowd  my  mind  of  that  long 
tramp  along  the  edge  of  the  sea.  But  greater  matters 
press,  and  I  may  not  linger  on  these.  We  had  many 
a  close  shave  from  officious  village  busybodies,  whose 
patriotism  flew  no  higher  than  thought  of  the  reward 
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which  hting  to  an  escaped  prisoner  of  war  or  to  any 
likely  subject  for  the  pressgang. 

One  such  is  burnt  in  on  my  mind,  because  thought 
of  him  has  done  more  to  make  me  suspicious  of  my 
fellows,  especially  of  such  as  make  parade  of  their 
piety,  than  any  man  I  ever  met. 

He  was  a  kindly-looking  old  man  with  white  hair 
and  a  cheerful  brown  face,  and  his  clothes  were  white 
with  flour  dust  which  had  a  homely,  honest  flavour 
about  it.  He  was  in  a  small  shop,  where  I  went  for 
food  one  evening,  engaged  in  talk  with  the  woman 
who  kept  it,  and  he  began  to  question  me  as  soon 
as  I  opened  m^  mouth. 

I  told  liim  our  usual  story,  and  he  seemed  much 
interested  in  it. 

"  And  you're  going  to  the  fleet !  Well,  well  1  A 
dreadful  thing  is  war,  but  if  it  has  to  be  it's  better  on 
sea  than  on  the  land  here,  and  the  fleet  must  have 
sailors,  I  suppose.  But  every  night  I  pray  for  wars  to 
cease  and  the  good  times  of  universal  peace  to  come." 

"  Yes,"  I  said,  "  peace  is  very  much  the  best  for 
everyone.  It  is  those  who  have  seen  war  who  know 
it  best." 

"  Surely  I  Yet  one  hears  enough  to  know  how 
terrible  it  is.    You  have  seen  service  then  ?  " 

"  In  the  West  Indies,  both  battle  and  shipwreck,"  I 
said,  having  no  wish  to  come  nearer  home. 

"  A  wonderful  land,  I'm  told,  and  very  different 
from  this  country." 

"  Very  different." 

"  Where  do  you  rest  to-night  ?  "  he  asked,  in  the 
kindest  way  possible. 

"  We  are  pushing  on  to  lose  no  time.  The  fleet 
wants  men." 
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"Brave  men  are  always  wanted,  and  should  be 
weU  treated.  A  few  hours  will  not  hurt  the  fleet 
You  shaU  sup  and  sleep  with  me,  and  to-morrow  I 
wiU  put  you  on  your  way  in  my  gig.  It  is  but  a  step 
to  the  mill."  *^ 

He  seemed  so  gentle  and  straightforward,  and  the 
prospects  of  a  bed  and  an  ample  meal  were  so  attractive 
that  we  went  with  him  without  a  thought  of  ill. 

The  mill  stood  on  rising  ground  just  off  the  village 
street.  I  have  never  passed  under  the  gaunt  arms 
of  a  mill  since  without  a  feeling  of  discomfort. 

The  miller's  house,  however,  was  not  in  the  mill 
Itself,  but  just  alongside,  under  its  great  bony  wings 
There  was  a  light  in  the  window,  and  a  sweet  whole- 
some smell  all  about. 

He  introduced  us  to  his  wife,  a  very  quiet  woman 
and  much  less  cheerful  and  hospitable  than  himself' 
and  bade  her  hasten  the  supper  and  prepare  a  bed,  and 
we  sat  and  talked  while  they  were  getting  ready  He 
showed  great  concern,  too,  on  Le  Marchanfs  account 
and  msisted  on  his  wife  applying  a  boiling  lotion  of 
herbs,  which  very  soon  made  his  face  look  as  bad  as 
anyone  could  have  wished ;  and,  in  consequence  of 
some  hasty  words  the  sufferer  dropped  during  this 
mfliction,  I  found  it  necessary  to  explain  that  we 
were  from  the  Channel  Islands,  but  good  Englishmen, 
although  our  native  speech  was  more  akin  to  French, 
ihe  old  miller  was  very  much  interested,  and  asked 
many  questions  about  the  Islands  and  the  land  and 
crops  there. 

We  had  an  excellent  hot  supper,  with  home-brewed 
ale  to  dnnk,  and  then  the  old  man  read  a  chapter 
out  of  the  Bible,  and  prayed  at  length-for  us,  and 
lor  peace  and  prosperity,  and  much  more  besides. 
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Then  we  had  a  smoke,  and  he  showed  us  to  the  most 
comfortable  bed  I  had  seen  since  I  left  home. 

Le  Marchant  was  not  in  the  best  of  humours.  He 
chose  to  regard  the  old  man's  hospitality  with  sus- 
picion, and  even  went  the  length  of  casting  doubts 
upon  his  piety.  But  I  put  it  down  to  the  heat  of  the 
herb  lotion,  which  had  made  his  face  like  a  full-blown 
red  rose,  and  had  doubtless  got  into  his  blood. 

I  was  very  sound  asleep  when  a  violent  shaking 
of  the  arm  woke  me,  and  Le  Marchant's  whisper  in 
,ny  ear— "Carr6,  there's  something  wrong.  Don't 
speak  !  Listep !  "—brought  me  all  to  myself  in  a 
moment,  and  I  heard  what  he  heard,— the  hushed 
movement  of  people  in  the  outer  room  off  which  our 
bedroom  opened,  the  soft  creak  of  a  loose  board  in  the 
flooring.  _ 

"  Outside  the  window  a  minute  ago,  he  murmured 
in  my  ear. 

Then  a  sound  reached  us  that  there  was  no  mistaking, 
the  tiny  click  of  the  strap-ring  of  a  musket  against 
the  barrel,  and  a  peaceful  miller  has  no  need  of 
muskets. 

We  had  but  a  moment  for  thought.  I  feared 
greatly  that  we  were  trapped,  and  felt  the  blame  to 
myself.  There  would  be  men  outside  the  window, 
but  more  in  the  room,  for  they  looked  to  catch  us 
sleeping.  I  had  no  doubt,  in  my  own  mind,  that  it 
was  a  pressgang,  in  which  case  their  object  was  to 
take  us,  not  to  kiU  us.  And,  thinking  it  over  since, 
I  have  thought  it  possible  that  the  treacherous  old 
miller  may  have  signalled  them  by  a  light  in  the  top 
of  the  mill,  which  would  be  seen  a  very  long  way. 

I  peeped  out  of  the  window.  Three  men  with 
muskets  and  cutlasses  stood  there  watching  it.    We 
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were  trapped  of  a  surety.  Carette  and  Sercq  seemed 
to  swing  away  out  of  sight,  and  visions  of  the  routine 
and  brutality  of  the  King's  service  loomed  up  very 
close  in  front. 

We  had  no  weapons  except  my  sailor's  knife,  which 
would  be  little  use  against  muskets  and  cutlasses. 
But  there  was  a  stout  oak  chair  by  the  bedside,  and 
at  a  pinch  its  legs  might  serve. 

We  could  do  nothing  but  wait  to  see  what  their 
move  would  be,  and  that  waiting,  with  the  gloomiest 
of  prospects  in  front,  was  as  long  and  dismal  a  time 
as  any  I  have  known. 

It  was  just  beginning  to  get  light  when  a  tap  came 
on  the  door,  and  the  voice  of  the  villainous  old  miller — 

"  Your  breakfast  is  ready.  We  should  start  in 
half  an  hour." 

"  Hel-lo  ?  "  I  asked,  in  as  sleepy  a  fashion  as  I 
could  make  it. 

He  repeated  his  message,  and  Le  Marchant,  with 
his  ear  against  the  door,  nodded  confirmation  of  our 
fears.  The  breakfast  we  were  invited  to  consisted 
of  muskets  and  cutlasses  and  hard  blows. 

It  was  Le  Marchant's  very  reasonable  anger  at  this 
treacherous  usage  that  saved  us  in  a  way  we  had  not 
looked  for.  But  possiMy  there  was  in  him  some  dim 
idea  of  chances  of  escape  in  what  might  follow. 
Chance  there  was  none  if  we  walked  into  the  next 
room  or  tried  the  window. 

Our  comfortable  bed  consisted  of  sweet  soft  hay 
inside  the  usual  covering.  He  suddenly  ripped  this 
open,  tore  out  the  hay  in  handfuls  and  flung  it  under 
the  bedstead,  then  pulled  out  his  flint  and  steel  and 
set  it  ablaze.  The  room  was  full  of  smoke  in  a 
moment,  and  we  heard  startled  cries  from  the  outer 
"7 
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room.    Taking  the  stout  oak  chair  by  opposite  legs 
we  pulled  till  they  parted,  and  we  were  aimed. 

The  door  burst  open  and  the  miller  went  down 
headlong  under  Le  Marchant's  savage  blow. 

"  Next !  "  he  cried,  swinging  his  club  athwart  the 
doorway.  But,  though  there  were  many  voices,  no 
head  was  offered  for  his  blow. 

The  flames  burned  fiercely  behind  us.  With  a  crack 
of  my  chair  leg  I  broke  both  windows,  and  the  smoke 
poured  out  and  relieved  us  somewhat,  and  the  fire 
blazed  up  more  fiercely  still.  The  flooring  was  aU  on 
fire  and  the  dry  old  walls  behind  the  bed,  and  we  stood 
waiting  for  the  next  man  to  appear. 

"  Better  give  in,  boys,"  cried  someone  in  the  outer 
room.  "  You'll  only  make  things  worse  for  yourselves." 
But  we  answered  never  a  word,  and  stood  the  more 
cautiously  on  our  guard. 

Then  they  began  throwing  buckets  of  water  in  at 
the  door,  and  we  heard  it  splashing  also  on  the  outer 
walls,  but  none  came  near  the  fire,  since  the  bed  was  not 
opposite  the  door. 

We  were  scorched  and  half  smothered,  but  the 
draught  through  the  door  and  out  at  the  window 
still  gave  us  chance  to  breathe. 

The  bedstead  fell  in  a  blazing  heap,  the  flames 
crept  round  the  walls.  We  could  not  stand  it  much 
longer.  We  would  have  to  lay  down  our  chair  legs  and 
surrender. 

Then  a  very  strange  thing  happened. 
Le  Marchant  saw  it  first  and  grabbed  my  arm. 
The  portion  of  the  blazing  bedstead  nearest  the 
wall  sank  down  through  the  floor  and  disappeared, 
and  at  a  glance  we  saw  our  way,  though  how  far  it 
might  lead  us  we  could  not  tell. 
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"  Allons ! "  said  Le  Marchant.  and  without  a  moment's 
hesitation  leaped  down  into  the  smoke  that  came 
rolling  up  out  of  the  hole,  and  I  followed. 

We  landed  on  barrels  and  kegs  covered  with  blazing 
embers.  Le  Marchant  gave  a  laugh  at  sight  of  their 
familiar  faces,  and,  by  way  of  further  payment  to  the 
miller,  dashed  his  heel  through  the  head  of  a  keg  and 
sped  on,  while  the  flames  roared  out  afresh  behind  us. 

For  a  short  way  we  had  the  light  of  the  blaze,  but 
soon  we  were  past  it  and  groping  in  darkness  down  a 
narrow  tunnel  way.  It  seemed  endless,  but  fresh 
blowing  air  came  puffing  up  to  us  at  last,  and  of  a 
sudden  we  crept  out  into  the  night  through  a  clump 
of  gorse  on  the  side  of  a  cliff.  Below  us  was  the  sea, 
and  on  the  shingle  lay  a  six-oared  galley  such  as  the 
preventive  men  ust. 

"  Devil's  luck !  "  laughed  Le  Marchant,  and  we 
slipped  and  rolled  down  the  cliff  to  the  shore,  with 
never  a  doubt  as  to  our  next  move.  We  set  our 
shoulders  to  the  black  galley,  ran  it  gaily  down  the 
shingle,  and  took  to  the  oars.  As  we  got  out  from 
under  the  land  we  saw  the  house  blazing  fiercely  on 
the  cliff.  There  was  a  keg  in  the  boat  and  a  mast 
with  a  leg-of-mutton  sail.  We  stepped  the  mast  and 
set  the  sail  and  drew  swiftly  out  to  sea. 

I  do  not  think  either  of  us  ever  found  a  voyage  so 
much  to  our  liking  as  this.  Our  craft  was  but  a 
Customs'  galley,  twenty  feet  long  and  four  feet  in 
beam,  it  is  true,  and  we  were  heading  straight  out 
mto  the  North  Sea.  We  had  not  a  scrap  of  food,  but 
we  had  fared  well  the  night  before,  and  the  keg  in  the 
bows  suggested  hopes.  But  we  were  homeward 
bound,  and  we  had  just  come  through  dire  peril  by 
the  sheer  mercy  of  Providence. 
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"  The  old  one  is  well  punished  for  his  roguery," 
said  Le  Marchant  with  a  relish.  "  And  after  his 
prayers  too !    Diable,  but  he  stinks  !  " 

"  He  gave  us  a  good  supper,  however." 

"  So  that  we  might  breakfast  en  route  for  a  King's 
ship !  Non,  merci  I  No  more  mealy  mouths  for 
me."  And  to  me  also  it  was  a  lesson  1  have  never 
forgotten. 

Our  first  idea  had  been  to  run  due  east  till  we  struck 
the  coast  of  Holland,  which  we  knew  must  be  some- 
thing less  than  one  hundred  and  fifty  miles  away. 
But  Li  Marchant,  who  knew  the  smuggling  ports  better 
than  I,  presently  suggested  that  we  should  run  boldly 
south  by  east  for  Dunkerque  or  Boulogne,  and  he 
aflSrmed  that  it  was  little  if  any  farther  away  than 
the  Dutch  cot  .t,  and  even  if  it  was,  we  should  land 
among  friends  und  save  time  and  trouble  in  the  end. 
So,  as  the  weather  and  wind  seemed  like  to  hold,  we 
turned  to  the  south,  and  kept  as  straight  a  course 
as  we  could,  and  met  with  no  interference.  The 
setting  sun  trued  our  reckoning  and  we  ran  on  by 
the  stars. 

The  keg  in  the  bows  contained  good  Dutch  rum, 
and  we  drank  sparingly  at  times  for  lack  of  other  food. 
Once  during  the  r  'ght  we  heard  guns,  and  our  course 
carried  us  close  enough  to  see  the  flashes,  but  we  were 
content  therewith,  and  went  on  about  our  business, 
glad  to  be  of  small  account  and  unseen. 

When  the  sun  rose,  there  stole  out  of  the  shadows 
on  our  right  white  cliffs  and  a  smiling  green  land, 
which  Le  Marchant  said  was  the  coast  of  Kent,  so  we 
ran  east  by  south  and  presently  raised  a  great  stretch 
of  sandy  dunes,  along  which  we  coasted  till  the  ram- 
parts and  spires  of  Dunkerque  rose  slowly  before  us. 


HOW  WE  FELL  INTO  THE  FIRE      26, 

Le  Marchant  knew  his  way  here,  and  took  us  eaUv 
over  the  bar  mto  the  harbour,  where  many  ve^eb 

what  I  h^^h^^  '"*t '"'"'  'y^«'  "^^  ''«  *oW  •»« 
what  I  had  heard  spoken  of  on  the  Josiihine  that 

Bonaparte  was  said  to  be  gathering  a  grekt  ^et  to 

the  invasion  of  England. 
We  landed  in  a  quiet  comer  without  attracting 

observation  and  Le  Marchant  led  the  way  to  f 
quarter  of  the  town  which  he  said  was  given  up  entirely 
meet  «nT^  ^^  community,  and  where  we  should 
meet  with  a  warm  welcome.  But  we  found  on 
TnTZlt  r*  ''11*  "^^  free-tiade.,  had  been  moved 
Calais  S  t,T  *^'  """"^  '°  GraveUnes,  half-way  to 
Calais,  all  but  a  stray  famUy  or  two  of  the  better 
behaved  class.  These,  however,  treated  us  weU  on 
lefSn°"  '*°'^'  "^^  ^'  '""'^  there  that  day,  and 

ILd  rn«t2^'  ^'  "'P*  'l"''"^  °"t  °*  the  harbour 
oLs  1?  f.«  P^*  *•*"  "«hts  of  Gravelines,  and 
l-alais  and  weathered  with  some  difficulty  the  Weat 
my  head  of  Gris  Nez,  and  were  off  the  ^K 
Boulogne  soon  after  sunrise 

seZl^tFl  ""f  °"*'  h^^i°g  no  desire  for  forced 
aff^^  '  R  *°"'^  *°  «'*  home  and  attend  to  our  own 
affaii^.    But  even  at  that  distance,  and  to  our  inel^ 

o^^e  itTrh^^'f^'r  ^^"  ^'^  -  extraordinaj. 
tents  as  thnnf  ^""^^  '^'  *°^  ^«'^  ^hite  wi^ 
Sh  Ld  tf  %^°°^t°™  had  come  down  in  the 
3ed^l  7  "?'''.  '^'^h  way  the  level  sand-flats 
flashed  and  twinkled  with   the  arms  of  vast  bodies 

supS.""'"'   '°   ^"'^   ''°   ^'    their   drill,    we 
«'y  past,   but   tune  and  again   found   ourselves 
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floatipg  idly,  as  we  gazed  at  that  great  spectacle  and 
wondered  what  the  upshot  would  be. 

Then  we  were  evidently  sighted  by  some  sharp 
look-out  on  one  of  the  roimd  towers,  for  presently  a 
white  sail  came  heading  for  «is,  and  we  hastily  ran 
up  our  own  and  turned  and  sped  out  to  sea,  beUeving 
that  they  would  not  dare  to  follow  us  far.  They 
chased  us  till  the  coast  sank  out  of  our  sight,  and 
could  have  caught  us  if  they  had  kept  on,  but  they 
doubtless  feared  a  trap  and  so  were  satisfied  to  have 
got  rid  of  us.  When  they  gave  it  up  we  turned  and 
ran  south  for  Dieppe,  and  sighted  the  coast  a 
little  to  the  north  of  that  small  fishing  port  just 
before  sunset.         ' 

Here  Le  Marchant  was  among  friends,  having 
visited  the  place  many  times  in  the  way  of  business, 
and  we  were  welcomed  and  made  much  of.  We  were 
anxious  to  get  on,  but  the  wind  blew  up  so  strongly 
from  the  south-west  that  we  could  have  made  no 
headway  without  ratching  all  the  time  to  windward, 
and  the  sea  was  over  high  for  our  small  boat.  So 
we  lay  there  thiee  days,  much  against  our  will,  though 
doubtless  to  the  benefit  of  our  bodies.  And  I  have 
wondered  at  times,  in  thinking  back  over  all  these 
things,  whether  matters  might  not  have  worked  out 
otherwise  if  the  wind  had  been  in  a  different  quarter. 
Work  out  to  their  fully  appointed  end  I  knew  they 
had  to  do,  of  course.  But  that  three  dajrs'  delay  at 
Dieppe  brought  us  straight  into  the  direst  peril  con- 
ceivable, and  an  hour  either  way — ay,  or  ten  minutes 
for  that  matter — ^might  have  avoided  it.  But,  as 
my  grandfather  used  to  say,  and  as  I  know  he  fer- 
vently believed,  a  man's  times  and  courses  are  ordered 
by  a  wisdom  higher  than  his  own,  and  the  proper 
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thing  for  him  to  do  is  to  take  things  as  they  come,  and 
make  the  best  of  them. 

After  three  days  the  wind  shifted  to  the  north- 
west and  we  said  good-bye  to  our  hosts  and  loosed 
for  Cherbourg,  well-provisioned  and  in  the  best  of 
spirits,  for  Cherbourg  was  but  round  the  comer  from 
home. 

We  made  a  comfortable,  though  not  very  quick 
passage,  the  wind  falling  slack  and  iitful  at  times' 
so  that  it  was  the  evening  of  the  next  day  before 
we  shpped  in  under  the  eastern  end  of  the  great  digue 
they  were  building  for  the  protection  of  the  shipping 
in  the  harbour.  It  was  at  that  time  but  a  few  feet 
above  water  level,  and  its  immense  length  gave  it  a 
veiy  cunous  appearaixe,  like  a  huge  water-snake 
lymg  flat  on  the  surface  of  the  sea. 

We  pulled  in  under  an  island  which  held  a  fort 
and  keeping  along  that  side  of  the  roadstead,  ran 
quietly  ashore,  drew  our  boat  up,  and  went  up  into 
the  town.  '^ 


CHAPTER  XXVIII 

HOW  WE  WALKED  INTO  THE  TIGERS 
MOUTH 

Cherbourg  was  at  that  time  a  town  of  mean-looking 
houses  and  narrow  streets,  ill-paved,  ill-lighted,  a 
rookery  for  blackbirds  of  every  breed.  It  was  a 
great  centre  for  smuggling  and  privateering,  tlic 
fleet  brought  many  hangers-on,  and  the  building  of 
the  great  digue  drew  thither  rough  toilers  who  could 
find,  or  were  fitted  for,  no  other  employment. 

Low-class  wine-shops,  and  their  spawn  of  quarrellings 
and  sudden  deaths,  abounded.  Crime,  in  fact,  attracted 
little  attention  so  long  as  it  held  no  menace  to  the 
public  peace.  Life  had  been  so  very  cheap,  and 
blood  had  flowed  so  freely,  that  the  public  ear  had 
dulled  to  its  cry. 

Le  Marchant  led  the  way  through  the  dark,  ill- 
smelling  streets  to  a  caii  in  the  outskirts. 

The  Caf^  au  Diable  Boiteux  looked  all  its  name  and 
more.  It  was  as  ill-looking  a  place  as  ever  I  had 
seen.  But  here  it  was  that  the  free-traders  made 
their  headquarters,  and  here,  said  Le  Marchant,  we 
might  find  men  from  the  Islands,  and  possibly  even 
from  Sercq  itself,  and  so  get  news  from  home. 

The  caf^  itself  opened  not  directly  off  the  road, 
but  off   a   large  courtyard   surrounded    by  a   wall, 
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to     privacy    and     freedom     from 


which     tended 
obaervation. 

nal^or",?*^*/  *^f ''  '^'''"  ^*  *"™<«*  »  through  a 
narrow  slit  of  a  door,  in  a  larger  door  which  was 
chamed  and  bolted  with  a  great  crossbeam  The" 
'^  MTr^h'"**;*'/?""'''^  ''""^  *°  ^'"^  frequente» 
whTh  f-  u!'^  **"'  ""y  **='°"  t*"    ^^l'  courtyard, 

wh  ch  WM  lighted  only  by  the  red-draped  windows 
of  the  caf^  and  opened  a  door  out  of  ,^ich  poured 

a  rir.  °1  T''?.  ^""^  *''*'  ''°'  ^■^k  °f  spirits,  and 
a  great  clash  of  talk  and  laughter 

n  out  of  the  darkness,  I  could  only  blink,  thouch 

witrm^i^sV'^'ni  '^'"•'^'  ^^  *•>«  -»« --  «"S 

Ilmi?    ?     "  S^'l'^^"  *hich  made  the  room  look 

fSn  *™°'''  ^""^  *•"=  P*°P'« '"  ^  bewildering 

Three  or  four  men  had  risen  in  a  comer  and  were 

STfcJ'"^  *'^'^^"y.  °"*'  ^^'^  back-throw;  ^ 
to  those  they  were  leaving.    Following  close  on  Le 

fndt'H  '  ''"'^^  '"'^^^  ^''•^  *°  '«t  them  Ja^ 
and  ,n  doing  so  bumped  against  the  back  of  a  burW 
man  who  was  leaning  over  the  table  in  dose  confideniid 
tal^  with  one  opposite  him. 

eves^cowHnl"  \  '^'^'  T^'  '°°'''"8  up.  saw  two  grim 

looking  ^-  *i  '"^'  *'"'°"«''  ^^^  ^"""ke.  out  of  the 
lockmg-glass  in  front. 

I  gave  but  one  glance,  and  felt  as  if  I  had  run  mv 
hear'  "'Tt^  ^f  °"-  ^^  ^^-d  a  blow  o^er  the 

touJ.r?  l^l^*^  v^  """^  ^  blade  leaps  to  blade. 
ShIL  ^  "^'ir'"^"'  ^°"S'  ^"'J  b°l<'s  your  own 
with  the  compeUing  pressure  that  presages  «sault. 
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They  were  like  thunderclouds  charged  with  bluting 
lightnings.  They  were  full  of  understanding  and 
dreadful  intention,  and  all  this  I  saw  in  one  single 
glance. 

I  gripped  Le  Marchant's  jacket. 

"  Out  quick  t  "  I  whupered,  and  turned  and  went. 

"  What ?  "  he  began. 

"  Torode  of  Herni  is  there." 

"  The  devil  I    Did  he  see  you  ?  " 

"  I  think  so.  Yes,  he  looked  at  me  through  the 
looking-glass." 

"  No  time  to  lose  then  !  "  and  he  sped  down  the 
yard,  and  through  the  slit  of  a  door,  and  down  the 
dark  road,  and  I  was  not  a  foot  behind  him. 

"  You  are  quite  sure,  Carr6  ? "  he  panted,  as  we 
ran. 

"  Quite  sure.  His  eyes  drew  mine,  and  I  knew  him 
as  he  knew  me." 

"  Never  knew  him  to  go  there  before.  Devil's  luck 
he  should  be  there  to-night." 

I  think  it  no  shame  to  confess  to  a  very  great  fear, 
for  of  a  surety,  now,  the  earth  was  not  large  enough 
for  this  man  and  me.  I  held  his  life  in  my  hand  as 
surely  as  though  he  were  but  a  grasshopper,  and  he 
knew  it.  And  he  was  strong  with  the  strength  of 
many  purposeful  men  behind  him,  every  man  as 
heartless  as  himself,  and  Le  Marchant  and  I  were 
but  two.  My  head  swam  at  thought  of  the  odds 
between  us,  and  hope  grew  sick  in  me. 

My  sole  idea  of  escape,  under  the  spur  of  that  great 
fear,  had  been  to  get  to  the  boat  and  make  for  home. 
But  Le  Marchant,  having  less  at  stake,— so  far  as  he 
knew  at  all  events, — had  his  wits  more  in  hand,  and 
used  them  to  better  purpose.    For,  supposing  we  got 
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away  aU  right  in  the  dark,  Torcde'.  ichooner  could 
(aU  four  feet  to  our  one,  and  if  he  sighted  us  we  should 
be  completely  at  his  mercy,  a  moct  evU  and  cruel  thing 
to  trust  to.    Then,  too,  there  was  Lt  Hague,  with 
iU  fierce  waves,  and  beyond  it  the  wUd  Race  of 
Aldemey  with  its  contrarieties  and  treacheries,— ill 
things  to  tackle  even  in  a  ship  of  size.    Le  Marchant 
thought  on  these  things,  and  before  we  were  into  the 
town  he  panted  them  out,  and  turned  off  suddenly 
to  the  left  and  made  for  the  open  country. 
"We'll  strike  right  through  to  Carteret,"  he  jerked. 
The  boat  must  go.  .  .  .  He'll  look  for  us  in  the 
town  and  the  wind's  against  him  for  La  Hague.  .  .  . 
We  must  get  across  before  he  can  get  round." 
"  How  far  across  ?  " 

"Less  than  twenty  miles.  .  .  .  There  soon  after 
midnight.  .  .  .  Steal  a  boat  if  necessary." 

We  setUed  down  into  a  steady  walk  and  got  our 
wmd  back,  and  my  spirits  rose,  and  hope  showed  head 
once  more.  If  we  could  get  across  to  Sercq  before 
Torode  could  lay  us  by  the  heels,  we  would  be  safe 
among  our  own  folks,  and,  unless  I  was  very  r.iuch 
mistaken,  he  would  no  more  than  -.Ldt  Herm  and 
away  before  I  could  raise  Peter  Port  against  him. 

Neither  of  us  had  travelled  that  land  before,  but 
we  knew  the  direction  we  had  to  take,  and  the  stars 
kept  us  to  our  course. 

We  pressed  on  without  a  halt,  for  every  moment 
was  of  unportance,  and  for  the  most  part  we  went  in 
silence.  For  myself.  I  was  already,  in  my  thoughts 
claspmg  my  mother  and  Carette  in  my  arms  once 
more,  and  then  speeding  across  to  Peter  Port  to  rouse 
them  there  with  the  news  of  Torode's  murderous 
treachery. 
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Le  Marchant  was  the  more  practical  man  of  the 
two.  As  we  passed  some  windmills,  and  came  swing- 
ing down  towards  the  western  coast,  soon  after  mid- 
night, he  gave  a  cheerful  "  Hourra !  "  and  in  reply 
to  my  stare,  cried,  "  The  wind,  man !  It's  as  dead 
as  St.  Magloire.  Monsieur  Torode  will  never  get 
round  La  Hague  like  this." 

"  It  will  come  again  with  the  sun,  maybe,"  I  said. 

"  Then  the  quicker  we  get  home  the  better,"  and 
we  hurried  on. 

When  we  came  out  at  last  on  the  cliffs  the  sea  lay 
below  us  as  smooth  as  a  clouded  mirror.  It  would 
mean  a  toilsome  passage,  but  toil  was  nothing  com- 
pared with  Torode.  We  walked  rapidly  along  til! 
we  came  to  a  village,  which  we  learned,  afterwards, 
was  not  Carteret  but  Surtainville.  There  were  boats 
lying  on  the  shore,  and  we  slipped  down  the  cliff 
before  we  reached  the  first  house,  and  made  our  way 
towards  them.  One  of  those  boats  we  had  to  use 
if  we  had  to  fight  for  it,  but  we  had  no  desire  to  fight, 
only  to  get  away  at  once  without  dispute  and  without 
delay. 

We  fixed  on  the  one  that  seemed  the  least  heavy 
and  clumsy,  though  none  were  much  to  our  liking, 
and  while  Le  Marchant  hunted  up  a  pair  of  spare 
oars  in  case  of  accident,  I  found  a  piece  of  soft  white 
stone  and  scrawled  on  a  board,  "  Boat  will  be  returned 
in  two  days,  keep  this  money  for  hire  "—and  emptied 
all  I  possessed  onto  it.  Then  we  ran  the  clumsy 
craft  into  the  water  and  settled  down  to  a  long  seven 
hours'  pull. 

Lut  labour  was  nothing  when  so  much— every- 
thing—waited  at  the  other  end  of  the  course.  We 
went  to  it  with  a  will,  and  I  do  not  suppose  that 
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old  boat  had  ever  moved  so  rapidly  since  she  was 
built. 

We  had  been  rowing  hard  for,  we  reckoned,  close 
on  three  hours  when  the  sun  rose.  The  gray  shadows 
drew  slowly  off  the  face  of  the  sea,  and  we  stood  up 
and  scanned  the  northern  horizon  anxiously.  But 
there  was  no  flaw  upon  the  brimming  white  rim. 
Torode  had  evidently  not  been  able  to  get  round  La 
Hague,  and  a  man  must  have  been  blind  indeed 
not  to  see  therein  the  hand  of  Providence;  for  a 
cap  full  of  wind  and  he  would  have  been  down  on  us 
like  a  wolf  on  two  strayed  lambs.  But  now  Sercq 
lay  straight  in  front  of  our  boat's  nose,  like  a  great 
gray  whale  nuzzling  its  young,  and  every  long  pull 
of  the  oars  brought  it  nearer. 

There  was  time  indeed  for  catastrophe  yet,  and  our 
anxieties  would  not  be  ended  till  Creux  harbour  was 
in  sight.  For,  from  Cherbourg  to  Sercq  was  but 
forty  miles,— but,  fortunately  for  us,  forty  miles 
which  included  La  Hague  and  the  Race,— and  if 
Torode  could  pick  up  a  fair  wind  he  could  do  it  in 
four  hours— or,  with  all  obstacles,  in  five,  or  at  most 
six— whereas,  strain  as  we  might,  and  we  were  not 
fresh  to  begin  with,  we  could  not  possibly  cover  the 
distance  in  less  than  seven  hours.  So,  given  a  wind, 
the  race  might  prove  a  tight  one,  and,  as  we  rowed,  our 
eyes  were  glued  to  the  northern  sky-line,  where  La 
Hague  was  growing  dimmer  with  every  lurch  of  the 
boat,  and  our  hearts  were  strong  with  hope  if  not 
entirely  free  from  fear. 

We  toiled  like  galley-slaves,  for  though  the  danger 
was  not  visible  as  yet,  for  aught  we  knew  it  might 
appear  above  the  horizon  at  any  moment,  and  then 
our  chances  would  be  small  indeed.    Had  any  eye 
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watched  our  progress  it  must  have  deemed  us  de- 
mented, for  we  rowed  across  a  lonely  sea  as  though 
death  and  destruction  followed  close  in  our  wake. 

For  myself,  I  know  my  heart  was  just  one  dumb 
prayer  for  help  in  this  hour  of  need.  We  had  come 
through  so  much.  We  had  escaped  so  many  perils ; 
so  very  much  depended  on  our  winning  through  to 
Sercq;  and  failure  at  this  last  moment  would  be 
so  heart-breaking.  Yes,  my  heart  boiled  with  un- 
spoken prayers  and  strange  vows,  which  I  fear  were 
somewhat  in  the  nature  of  bargainings,— future  con- 
duct for  present  aid, — ^but  which  did  not  seem  to  me 
out  of  place  at  the  moment,  and  which,  in  any  case, 
did  me  no  harm,  for  a  man  works  better  on  prayers 
than  on  curses,  I'll  be  bound. 

Sercq  at  last  grew  large  in  front  of  us,  and  our 
hearts  were  high.  When  we  jerked  our  heads  over 
our  shoulders  we  could  see  the  long  green  slopes  of 
the  Eperquerie  beckoning  us  on,  and  the  rugged 
brown  crests  of  the  Grande  and  Petite  Moies  bobbing 
cheerfully  above  the  tumbling  waves,  and  Le  Tas 
on  the  other  side  standing  Uke  a  monument  of  Sercq's 
unconquerable  stubbornness. 

And  these  things  spoke  to  vis,  and  called  to  us, 
and  braced  us  with  hope,  though  our  flanks  clapped 
together  with  the  strain  of  that  long  pull,  and  our 
legs  trembled,  and  our  hands  were  cramped  and 
blistered. 

Then,  of  a  sudden,  Le  Marchant  jerked  a  cry,  and 
I  saw  what  he  saw— the  topsail  of  a  schooner  rising 
white  in  the  sun  above  the  sky-line,  and  to  our  hearts 
there  was  menace  in  the  very  look  of  it. 

We  looked  round  at  Sercq,  at  the  cracks  in  the 
headlands,  and  the  green  slopes  smiling  in  the  sun- 
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shine,  and  the  white  tongues  of  the  waves  as  they 
leaped  up  the  cliffs. 

"  Five  miles  !  "  gasped  Le  Marchant. 

"  She  must  be  twelve  or  more.    We'll  do  it." 

"  Close  work  !  " 

And  we  bent  and  rowed  as  we  had  never  rowed  in 
our  hves  before. 

The  schooner  had  evidently  all  the  wind  she  wanted. 
She  rose  very  rapidly.  To  our  anxious  eyes  she 
seemed  to  sweep  ale  g  like  a  sun-gleam  on  a  cloudy 
day  .  .  .  Both  her  topsails  were  clear  to  us. 
We  could  see  her  jibs  swollen  with  venom,  and  past 
them  the  great  sweep  of  her  mainsails  with  the  booms 
well  out  over  the  side  to  take  the  full  of  the  wind.  .  .  . 
"The  sweat  poured  down  us,  the  veins  stood  out  of  us 
like  cords.  .  .  .  Once,  in  the  frenzy  of  my  thoughts, 
the  gleaming  white  sails  on  our  quarter,  and  the  crisp 
green  waves  alongside,  and  the  dingy  brown  boat,  and 
Le  Marchant's  fiery  crimson  neck,  all  shot  with  red 
for  a  moment,  and  I  loosed  one  hand  and  drew  it 
over  my  brow  to  see  if  it  was  blood  or  only  sweat 
that  trickled  there. 

On  and  on  she  came,  a  marvel  of  beauty,  though  she 
meant  death  for  us,  and  showed  it  in  every  graceful 
venomous  line,  from  the  sharp  white  curl  at  her  fore- 
foot to  the  swelUng  menace  of  her  sails. 

Her  long  black  hull  was  clear  to  us  now,  and  still 
we  had  a  mile  to  go.  The  breath  whistled  through 
our  nostrils.  Le  Marchant's  face  when  he  glanced 
across  his  shoulder  was  twisted  Uke  a  crumpled  mask. 
We  swung  up  from  our  seats  and  slewed  half  round  to 
get  every  pound  we  could  out  of  the  thrashing  oars. 

We  rushed  in  between  the  Moie  des  Burons  and  the 
Burons  themselves,  and  drove  straight  for  the  harbour. 
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For  a  moment  the  schooner  was  hid  from  as.  Then 
she  came  racing  out  aga.in.  The  tide  was  running 
like  a  fury.    We  drove  swirling  through  it. 

"  Ach !  "  buret  out  from  both  of  us,  as  a  puff  of 
white  smoke  whirled  from  the  schooner's  bows  and 
a  crash  behind  told  us  that  a  point  of  rock  had  saved 
us.  .  .  .  The  coils  of  the  current,  which  runs  there 
like  a  mill-race,  gripped  our  rounded  bottom  and 
dragged  at  us  Uke  very  devils.  ...  It  was  Ufe  and 
death  and  a  question  of  seconds.  ...  We  were  level 
with  the  remnant  of  the  old  breakwater.  ...  As  we 
tore  frantically  at,  the  oare  to  round  it,  the  puff  of 
smoke  whirled  out  again,  ...  a  crash  behind  us  and 
chips  of  granite  came  showering  into  the  smooth  water 
inside,  and  a  boat  that  lay  just  off  the  shore  in  a  line 
with  the  opening  scattered  into  fragments  before  cur 
straining  eyes.  ...  We  lay  doubled  over  our  oars, 
panting  and  sobbing  and  laughing.  We  had  escaped 
—but  as  by  fire. 

A  moment  for  breath,  and  we  sUpped  over  the  side. 
grateful  for  the  cold  bracing  of  the  water  on  our 
sweltering  skins,  struggled  through  the  few  yards  to 
the  mouth  of  the  tunnel,  and  crept  through  to  the  road. 
We  lay  there  prone  till  our  strength  came  back,  and 
one  full  heart,  at  all  events,— nay,  I  will  beUeve  two,— 
thanked  God  fervently  for  escape  from  mighty  peril. 
For  no  man  may  look  death  so  closely  in  the  face 
as  that  without  being  stirred  to  the  depths. 

"  A  close  thing !  "  breathed  Le  Marchant,  as  we 
got  onto  cur  feet  and  found  the  solid  earth  still 
rolling  beneath  us. 

"  God's  mercy  !  "  I  said,  and  we  sped  up  the  steep 
Creux  Road,  among  the  ferns  and  flowers  and  over- 
hanging trees. 
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My  heart  was  leaping  exultantly.  For  Carette  and 
my  mother  and  home  and  everything  lay  up  the 
dimbmg  way,  and  I  believed,  poor  fool,  that  I  had 
got  the  better  of  a  man  like  Torode  of  Herm. 

At  sight  of  us,  one  came  running  down  from  Les 
Lfches  where  he  had  gone  at  sound  of  the  flrinir 
and  greeted  us  with  amazement. 

"  Bon  Gyu,  Phil  Can6  I  And  we  thought  you  dead  ! 
And  Heher  Le  Maichant  I  Where  do  you  come  from  ? 
Where  have  you  been  all  the  time  ?  " 
*u"  ^n*"^,"*  war.  We  came  across  from  France 
ttiere.  There  s  a  boat  in  the  harbour,  Elie,  that  we 
boreowed  and  promised  to  return.  Will  you  see  to 
It  for  us  ?•  and  we  sped  on,  to  meet  many  such 
welcomes,  and  staring  eyes  and  gaping  mouths,  till 
'^..1^^t°  ^«^'™ano'r,  and  walked  into  the  kitchen 
Oh,  bon  Dieu  !  "  gasped  Aunt  Jeanne,  and  sat 
down  suddenly  on  the  green-bed  at  sight  of  us,  behevine 
we  were  spirits  bearing  her  warning. 

But  I  flung  my  arms  round  her  neck  and  kissed 

mothw'T^^'  '^^  '^^^  °"^^'  "  Carette  ?-and  my 

And  she  said.  "  But  they  are  well,  mon  gars."  and 

regarded  me  with  somewhat  less  of  doubt,  but  no 

le«  amazement     And  I  kissed  her  again,  and  said, 

Heher  will  tell  you  all  about  it.  Aunt  Jeanne,"  and 

ran  off  across  the  knoll,  past  Vieux  Port,  to  Belfontaine. 

I  looked  across  at  Brecqhou  as  I  came  in  sight  of  the 

WMtern  waters,  and  said  to  myself,  "  In  an  hour  I 

wiU  be  over  there  to  see  Carette."  and  my  heart  leaped 

witn  joy.    Away  up  towards  RondeUerie  I  thought 

1  saw  my  grandfather  in  the  fields.    I  jumped  over 

the  ^T  r^^^  ^^^  "^"^  t°  **•«  house  through 
the  orchard.    The  door  stood  wide  and  I  went  in. 
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My  mother  looked  up  in  quick  suiprise  at  a  visitor  at 
so  unusual  an  hour,  and  in  a  moment  she  was  on  my 
neck. 

"  My  boy  !  my  boy  I  "  she  cried.  "  Now  God  be 
praised  I  "  and  sobbed  and  strained  me  to  her,  and  I 
felt  all  her  prayers  thrill  through  her  arms  into  my 
own  heart. 

It  was  quite  a  while  before  we  could  settle  to  reason- 
able talk,  for,  in  spite  of  her  repeated  assertions  that 
she  had  never  really  given  me  up,  she  could  still 
hardly  realise  that  I  was  truly  alive  and  come  back 
to  her,  and  every  oth«r  minute  she  must  fling  her 
arms  round  my  neck  to  make  sure. 

Then  up  she  jumped  and  set  food  before  me,  in 
quantity  equal  almost  to  the  time  I  had  been  away, 
as  though  she  feared  I  had  eaten  nothing  since  I  left 
home.  And  I  had  an  appetite  that  almost  justified 
her,  for  the  night  had  been  a  wasteful  one. 

And  while  I  ate,  I  told  her  briefly  where  I  had  been, 
and  what  had  kept  me  so  long,  and  touched  but 
lightly  on  the  matter  of  Torode,  for  I  saw  that  was  not 
what  she  would  care  to  hear. 

"  And  Carette  ?  "  1  asked.  "  I  know  she  is  well,  for 
Aunt  Jeanne  told  me  so  ;  "  and  she  looked  up  quickly, 
and  I  hastened  to  add,—"  We  had  to  pass  Beaumanoir, 
and  I  left  Helier  Le  Marchant  there.  I  only  stopped 
long  enough  to  ask  if  you  were  all  right — and  Carette." 
If  I  had  told  her  I  had  kissed  Aunt  Jeanne  before 
herself,  I  really  believe  she  would  have  felt  hurt, 
though  I  had  never  thought  of  it  so  when  I  did  it. 

But  her  nature  was  too  sweet,  and  her  heart  too 
full  of  gratitude,  to  allow  long  harbourage  to  any 
such  thoughts. 

"  Carette,"  she  said  with  a  smile,  "  has  been  much 


WE  WALK  INTO  THE  TIGERS  MOUTH  ,„ 

..  A,    ^^^^^  ^^^y  *^''*  ^p«d  out " 
I^  li"  ""•  fiT  'J  T  ^*"»'  f'^.  sK 

a  gooa  gu-1  .  .  .  and  I  think  she  is  prettier  than  Pv»r  •• 

„  And  my  grandfather  ?-and  Krok  ?  " 
Both   weU,   only  much   troubled  about   vou     T 
do  not  think  they  ever  exnertpH  tr.  .  ^         ^ 

ca^:tZa1cLr:'-i-°-^  and  Krok 

tho^^hHt'L't  S  °/  ""*  '"*^"^«  '^S'^a«--    I 
he  h^  heard'^my  arr.v"  ""buT"-  — ^-that 

-thatit.assom/;r,-;;,Vthatre] 

not  let  h.^  st^d  still      H      '"'7^'  '"  '•™  ^°"W 
news,  and  mvhTartM    ^-^"^  ''""^""^  with  some 

"u  stramed,   his  dumb  mouth  worked,  he 
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fairly  gripped  and  shook  hinuelf  in  his  frantic  striving 
after  communication  with  us. 

My  mother  was  alarmed,  but  yet  kept  her  wits. 
Truly  it  seemed  to  me  that  unless  he  could  Jd  us 
quickly  what  was  in  him  something  inside  must  give 
way  under  the  strain.  She  ran  quickly  to  a  drawer 
in  her  dresser,  and  pulled  out  a  sheet  of  paper  and  a 
piece  of  charcoal,  and  laid  them  before  him  on  the 
table.  He  jumped  at  them,  but  his  hand  shook  so 
that  it  only  made  senseless  scratches  on  the  paper. 
I  heard  his  teeth  grinding  with  rage.  He  seized  his 
right  hand  with  his  left,  and  held  it  and  quieted  him- 
self by  a  great  effort.  And  slowly  and  jerkily  he 
wrote,  in  letters  that  fell  about  the  page,—"  Carette— 

Torode "  and  then  the  charcoal  fell  out  of  his 

hand  and  he  rolled  in  a  heap  on  the  floor. 

My  heart  gave  a  broken  kick  and  fell  sickly.  It 
dropped  in  a  moment  to  what  had  happened.  Failing 
to  end  us,  Torode  had  swung  round  Le  Tas  and  run 
for  Brecqhou,  where  Carette,  alone  with  her  two  sick 
men,  would  be  completely  at  his  mercy.  He  would 
carry  her  off,  gather  his  gear  on  Herm,  and  be  away 
before  Peter  Port  could  Uft  a  hand  to  stop  him.  If 
I  held  his  Ufe  in  my  hand,  he  held  in  his  what  was 
dearer  far  than  life  to  me.  And  I  had  been  pluming 
myself  on  getting  the  better  of  him  ! 

"  See  to  him,  mother.  I  must  go.  Carette  is  in 
danger,"  and  I  kissed  her  and  ran  out. 

I  went  down  the  zigzag  at  Port  k  la  Jument  in 
sUding  leaps,  tumbled  into  the  boat  from  which  Krok 
had  just  landed,  and  once  more  I  was  pulling  for  life 
and  that  which  was  dearer  still. 


CHAPTER  XXIX 

HOW  THE  HAWK  SWOOPED  DOWN  ON 
BRECQHOU  "'' 

M  strong.    There  was  a   "S         "  ^"'^  ^'^  ^^ce 

houKht  of  Carette  in  ToJe^s  hZ  '"  ^  ''^"*  «» 

for  opposition-for  sometWn!        ^?'  '^'"''^'^  ^"^^^ned 

tear  and  overcome   '*""'*'""«•  anything,  to  rend  and 

hurteJ  tJs:raVhTrSt  V™r  .f  -'^^^  ^^^ve 
stoc^  between;  and  Ld  dutchW..""  ^  '"«^» 
my  han^  off  before  I  had  ST       ^""^ ''''  ''^*=^««» 

I  whirled  up  to  thP  r,jr^  ^r 
told  me  that  Cr^e^S^tatlT  '^"'''  P™^«-~ 
one  man  with  nothingCf  tl  "T  ^"^^n*  than 
would  have  been  go^  to  n^''!*'*^.  *■""'  ^^^  that  it 
B«t  my  one  though?  hadT.r?*'  ^o-"  Le  Marchant. 
where  Carette  was  in  e:S.m>     *°  «'*  *°  the  place 

;hrough™?h^;utr/ShoM        a^^^  down 

door  was  open  and  I  f^n  in      a  ^  "'"  ''°"*«-    The 
"^th  gnzzled  hair  and   drl     •       '^'■^^"  ^hite  face, 
and   two   dark   e^es  "L   !:;P"15  ^hite  moustache 
feebly  up  out  of  a  bunk  at  tt?^*^'"";^  *«^'   J«^ked 
<^°-  again.    It  was^J^^^^t^^^and  then  sank 
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There  was  no  sign  of  disorder  in  the  room.  In  thr 
next  bunk  another  man  lay  apparently  asleep. 

"  Where  is  Carette  ?  "  I  asked  I  ostily,  but  not 
without  hope,  from  the  lack  of  signs  of  disturbance. 

"  Where  is  she  ?  "  he  asked  feebly,  with  a  touch  of 
impatience. 

"  Is  she  not  here  ?  " 

"  She  went  out.  I  thought  I  heard  a  shot.  Where 
is  she  ?  " 

"  I  will  go  and  see,"  and  I  ran  out  again,  still  not 
unhopeful.  It  might  be  that  Krok  had  seen  Torode's 
ship  and  his  fears  for  Carette  had  magnified  matters. 

I  searched  quickly  all  round  the  house.  I  cried 
"  Carette  I  Carette  !  "  But  only  a  wheeling  gull 
squawked  mockingly  in  reply.  Then  I  ran  along 
the  trodden  way  to  their  landing-place.  There  was 
a  boat  lying  there  with  its  nose  on  the  shore,— no 
sign  of  outrage  anywhere.  Could  Krok  be  mistaken  ? 
Could  Carette  just  have  rowed  over  to  Havre  GosseHn 
for  something  she  was  in  need  of  ? 

I  went  down  to  the  boat,  doubtful  of  my  next  move. 

In  the  boat  that  nosed  the  shore  lay  Helier  Le 
Marchant,  my  comrade  in  prison,  in  escape,  in  many 
perils,  with  a  bullet-hole  in  his  forehead — dead.  And 
I  knew  that  Krok  was  right  and  my  worst  fears  were 
justified. 

Torode  had  landed,  had  caught  Carette  abroad, 
in  carrying  her  off  they  had  met  Le  Marchant  hasten- 
ing to  her  assistance,  and  had  slain  him,— the  foul 
cowards  that  they  were. 

There  was  nothing  I  could  do  for  him.  I  lifted  him 
gently  out  onto  the  shingle,  and  turned  to  and  pulled 
out  of  the  harbour.  Others,  I  knew,  would  soon  be 
across  to  Brecqhou,  and  would  see  to  him  and  the 
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and  that  I  knew  fS  we"  ^^  '"*  "y*»  °"  ""«• 

;n  daylight.    ButJZy^^ZuZ^^  '"  ."""" 
I  must  ^et  the:r:s;^ci:Va'/poSe  °^  ^"^'^^'  ^^ 

Plished  whiieir„  s^sSeSnrwr^  --- 

boiLg  a„"i:?tithi;srrthr  r  *^^- 

presently  £yd^"™',*°;^,'?^  precautions,  which 

onlythought-thesnriJf  !,    "''  J""'  "y  ""^  and 

-was  tha^s^Iiette  wfs  on  T  °'  ^'  ^r  ^"-^^^^"^ 
there  too.  '       "*"^  *^*  O"  Herm  and  I  must  get 

unanned  man  aSt  a  muh'irS''  *''"^"«-  ^"^ 
strategy  as  he  canTJiJ  "'"'*'*»'1«  "ust  use  such 
sense  L  was  left  m.tru'  ^"^  '"  '"'=''  ""'«  <=°'n'non- 
by  Jethr  anH  Th   ^  ""*  '°  """^^^  the  Fauconnifire 

eastern  side  of  hT™  T'''  °^  ''"^  '""^  °"  the 
plenty,  and  I  ha"™' diffir^'"'  ^fng-places  in 
up  a  ragged  cleft  wh.,  ^^'^culty  m  poling  my  boat 

the  entrS.    And  t^e"r  ""'^  "^  "  ^^^^  ^"^ 
Ana  here  I  was  safe  enough,  for  all 
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the  living  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  island,  the  side 
which  lay  towards  ouemsey. 

Instinct,  I  suppose,  and  the  knowledge  of  what  I 
myself  would  have  done  in  Torode's  place,  told  me 
what  he  would  do.  And,  crawling  cautiously  about 
my  hiding-place,  and  peering  over  the  rocks,  I  pre- 
sently saw  a  well-manned  boat  row  out  from  the 
channel  between  Herm  and  Jethou,  and  lie  there  in 
wait  for  anything  that  might  attempt  the  passage 
from  Sercq  to  Peter  Port. 

Nothing  would  pass  that  day,  that  was  certain,  for 
Torode  would  imagine  Sercq  buzzing  with  the  news 
of  his  treacheries  and  bursting  to  set  Peter  Port  on 
him.    I  had  got  across  only  just  in  time. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  island  I  could  imagine  all 
that  was  toward,— the  schooner  loading  rapidly  with 
all  they  wished  to  take  away,  the  bustle  and  traffic 
between  shore  and  ship,  and  Carette  prisoner,  either 
on  board,  or  in  one  of  the  houses,— or,  as  likely  as 
not,  to  have  her  out  of  the  way,  in  my  old  cleft  in 
the  rock. 

I  wondered  how  long  their  preparations  would 
take,  for  all  my  hopes  depended  on  that.  If  they 
cleared  out  before  dark  I  was  undone.  If  they  stayed 
the  night  I  might  have  a  chance. 

It  was  about  midday  now.  Could  they  load  in 
time  to  thread  their  way  through  the  maze  of  hidden 
rocks  that  strew  the  passages  to  the  sea,  and  try  the 
skilful  pUot  even  in  the  daytime  ?  I  thought  not. 
I  hoped  not.  He  would  be  a  reckless,  or  a  sorely 
pressed,  man  who  attempted  it.  And  with  his  boat 
on  the  watch  there,  and  no  word  able  to  get  to  Peter 
Port  unless  after  dark,  and  the  time  then  necessary 
for  an  organised  descent  on  Herm,  I  thought  Toi  de 
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::^^^'  '^  ^'^^  -i-tly  tm  perhaps  the 

clouds  sailing  slow^  ^2'!'  '  >    ''^,*'''  ^'^^  ^^ite 
boat  rose  wfh  and\^  i^  -"'"^  ^^y-  ^hile  my 

ten  feet  up  Sth  a  ^1 '°^'"   '^'  black  cleft,  now 

Jeetdown.^'wrhX^X'a^Sl'sh'^''  ^^  "^^^ 
from  eveiy  ledge     She  Zf    *"*!  ^^^^S  waterfalls 

against  thorough  rock  walll"^  ^'"'"f  ^"'^^  "^^^d 
but  there  was  no  hdp  f^S'     ''"' °' "" ""^ ^^"dings, 

dark,  a/d  I'remlwed  ^ZX  ^Zr'^  "  "^^ 
w«  not  due  for  several  d^s  yTT  '  """^  ""^° 

bli't^'SfseTUf  fSt"'"^  '  '^^  --*-^'  I  took 
hadnottakertheSto  J''^  ^''"*  ''^'''  ^hat  I 
him  about  Torode     C  if  tL"''-'^'^'"*''^^^'^  *«" 
me,  as  it  very  wd^  mi»L    ^  "'«''*  ^"^  ^be  end  of 
the  matter,  7nd  forX^l"*'''  "^  ^°S"^^t  of 
go  he  would  I  felt  cur!   it  ^°  "''P^ished.    But 
that  it  was  aU  stm  iS  .^-^^  ^""^^  "^^^^  ^e^eve 
Le  Marchant  m^ht  Ste  ^0^?-    ^^ '^'""-e  Helier 
fven  then  Jeamie  FaUa  woi^d  o n^Tr  ^"""-    «"* 
from  Helier  what  he  H.hk   ^f^^  ^^""^  "^  heareay 
was  an  eye-wTtness    ^  ?'^'■f  ^^^  '"«•  whereas  I 
And  yet  /couldTot  Z    ee^thaTirr^H  ^'^  ''^''■ 

th- thepiren't^tj^s^welfare  was  more  to  ^m^e^ 

and  Ble^lriTylr  "  " --  ^°^'  ««^-    Sercq 
-agedies  lurked  '^S^^J^ Z::^-,S^^\i 
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win  seemed  fixed  in  the  sky.  The  shadows  wheeled 
so  slowly  that  only  by  noting  them  against  the  seams 
in  the  rocks  could  I  be  sure  that  they  moved  at  all. 
Then  even  that  was  denied  me,  as  the  headland,  in 
a  cleft  of  whose  feet  I  lay,  cut  off  the  light,  and  flung 
its  shadow  out  over  the  sea. 

But — "  pas  de  rue  sans  but."  At  last  the  red 
beams  struck  level  across  the  water,  and  all  the  heads 
of  Sercq  and  the  black  rocks  of  Brecqhou  were  touched 
with  golden  fire.  I  could  see  the  Autelets  flaming 
under  the  red  Saignie  cliffs ;  and  the  green  bastion 
of  Tintageu  ;  and  the  belt  of  gleaming  sand  in  Grande 
Grfive  ;  and  the  razor  back  of  the  Couple  ;  and  the 
green  heights  above  Les  Fontaines ;  and  all  the 
sentinel  rocks  round  Little  Sercq. 

And  then  the  colours  faded  and  died,  and  Brecqhou 
became  a  part  of  Sercq  once  more,  and  both  were 
folded  softly  in  a  purple  haze,  and  soon  they  were 
shadows,  and  then  they  were  gone.  And  I  could  not 
but  think  that  I  might  never  see  them  again  ;  and  if 
I  did  not,  that  was  just  how  I  would  have  wished  to 
see  them  for  the  last  time. 
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CHAPTER  XXX 

HOW  I  FOUND  MY  LOVE  IN  THE  CLEFT 

I  WAITED  till  the  night  seemed  growing  old  to  me  for 

tne  water,  which  I  could  no  longer  see,  swelling  and 
smkmg  beneath  me,  carrying  n,e%p  and  upTnd  Tp 
bumping  and  grinding  against  the  unseen  roc^' 
then  down  and  down  and  down  into  the  depths  w^i 
and  wallowing  and  fearful  ever,  moment  of  a  w;,u7d 
beyond  repair  to  my  frail  craft. 

on  th*/*  '"  K  ^  "'•^•^  ^^"  "°  '°"g«'-    With  my  hands 
on  the  rough  wet  walls  I  hauled  out  of  the  cleft  and 
started  on  my  search  for  Carette 
t  Jf!i^/^°'^,  *h"«abouts  was  a  honeycomb  c'  sharo 

that  no  great  harm  was  done  ^    ^ 

on'th'r'shore  S*;  T^'!;"  '^'^^Sed  voice  of  the  sea 
shelL'^fdThe^I^u'fHrl!°/'^  '^"^  "-'='>  o* 
her  softly  4JoL  ^'*  '  "°"  ^  ^^  '^" 

-S}:ri^5St:t?^™-h:^^-;j 
^^tX*h^E--2---^;i^2 
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As  soon  as  I  came  out  on  the  western  side  I  saw 
that  work  was  still  going  on  busily  in  the  little  road- 
stead, and  so  far  I  was  in  time.  The  rocky  heights 
sloped  gradually  on  that  side  also.  The  schooner 
had  to  lie  in  the  roads,  and  everything  had  to  be 
conveyed  to  her  by  boat.  There  was  much  traffic 
between  her  and  the  shore,  and  the  work  was  carried 
on  by  the  light  of  many  lamps. 

Now  where  would  they  have  stowed  Carette  ? 
On  the  ship  ?  In  one  of  the  cottages  ?  In  the 
natural  prison  where  they  had  kept  me  ?  The  only 
three  possibilities  I  had  been  able  to  think  of.  To 
reduce  them  to  two  I  would  try  the  least  hazardous 
first,  and  that  was  the  prison  in  the  rock. 

I  had  been  carried  to  and  from  it  blindfolded,  but 
from  what  I  had  seen  from  its  windows  I  had  formed 
a  general  idea  as  to  where  it  lay.  So  I  crept  back 
half-way  towards  the  shell  beach  and  then  struck 
cautiously  up  towards  the  tumbled  masses  of  rock 
on  the  eastern  side  of  the  Island. 

It  was  chancy  work  at  best,  with  a  possible  stumble 
up  against  death  at  every  step.  But  life  without 
Carette — worse  still,  life  with  Carette  in  thrall  to 
young  Torode — would  be  worse  to  me  than  death, 
and  so  I  take  no  credit  to  myself  for  risking  it  for  her. 
It  was  hers  already,  it  did  bnt  seek  its  own. 

In  daylight  I  could  have  gone  almost  straight  to 
that  cleft,  steering  my  couree  by  the  sea  rocks  I  had 
noted  from  the  window.  But  in  the  dark  it  was 
different.  I  could  only  grope  along  in  hope,  with 
many  a  stop  to  wonder  where  I  had  got  to,  and  many 
a  stumble  and  many  a  bruise.  Stark  darkness  is  akin 
to*^  blindness,  and  blindness  in  a  strange  land,  and  that 
a  land  of  rocks  and  chasms,  is  a  vast  perplexity.    I 
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w^dered  blindly  and  bruised  myself  sorely  but 
suffered  most  from  thought  of  the  passing  noAutes 
For  the  mmutes  in  which  I  might  accomDlish 
^^yjhmg  were  numbered,  and  the^pied  SS 

J^  T  I'f  "^^^^^  *"  6^^«  "P  ««rch  for  the  cleft 
and  stMl  down  to  the  houses  and  see  what  I  coSd 

iTJfl  ■  ^^  y''  ^  ^^  -^^^  most  strongly 
to  that  cleft  m  the  rock.  ="u"s»y 

If  only  I  could  find  it  and  satisfy  myself  t 

My  wandering  thoughts  and  wandering  body  came 

o  sudden  and  violent  pause  at  bottom^of  a  ch^^ 

I  had  stepped  mcautiously,  and  found  myself  a  m^s 

but  I  could  stand  and  I  could  stretch  my  arms   so 
no  bones  were  broken  ^  ' 

was  thp  f«i  J         u  ^^^-  '*'^'  t<»  a»y  man 
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"  Carette  I  "  I  cried  again. 

And  out  of  that  blessed  darkness,  and  the  doubt 
and  the  bewUderment.  came  the  sweetest  voice  in  all 
the  world,  in  a  scared  whisper,  as  one  doubtful  of  her 
own  senses — 

"  Who  is  it  ?    Who  calls  ?  " 

"  It  is  I,  Carette— Phil  Carri ; "  and  in  a  moment 
she  was  against  the  bars,  and  my  hands  touched  her 
and  hers  touched  me. 

"  Phil !  "  she  cried,  in  vast  amazement,  and  clung 
tight  to  my  hands  to  make  sure.  "Is  it  possible  ? 
Oh,  my  dear,  is  it  truly,  truly  you  ?  I  knew  your 
voice,  but— I  thought  I  dreamed,  and  then  I  thought 
it  the  voice  of  the  dead.  You  are  not  dead,  Phil  ?  " 
with  a  doubtful  catch  in  her  breath,  as  though  a 
doubt  had  caught  her  suddenly  by  the  throat. 

"  But  no  !  I  am  not  dead,  my  dear  one  ; "  and  I 
drew  the  dear  httle  hands  through  the  bars  and 
covered  them  with  hot  kisses. 

"  But  how  come  you  here,  Phil  ?  What  brings 
you  here  ?  " 

"  You  yourself,  Carette.    What  else  ?  " 

"  Bon  Dieu,  but  it  is  good  to  hear  you  again,  Phil ! 
Can  you  get  me  out  ?  They  carried  me  off  this 
morning " 

"  I  know.  I  reached  Sercq  this  morning,  and 
Krok  brought  us  the  word  an  hour  later.  I  have 
been  trying  ever  since  to  find  where  you  were.  I 
knew  this  place,  for  I  was  prisoner  here  myself  for 
many  weeks." 

••  You,  PhU  ?  " 

"  Truly  yes.  This  Torode  is  a  murderer  and  worse. 
He  fights  under  both  flags.  He  is  Main  Rouge  in 
France  and  Torode  of  Herm.    He  slaughtered  John 
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Ozanne  and  all  our  crew  before  my  eyes,  and  why 
my  life  was  spared  I  know  not."  •"  wny 

"  If  he  sees  you  he  will  kill  you  " 

"  Or  I  kill  him." 

"  Phil,  he  wiU  jcill  you.  Oh,  go  !-go  quick  and 
rouse  the  Sercq  men  and  Peter  Port.    You  need  not 

^atiiLTXu  "^  '"^''"  ^^^  ^*^  y°'^e  Torode- 
not  if  they  kill  me  for  it " 

pefpkxhy.  ^^^"^  *^  ^^^^  "  'P"'  °^  ''^  ^"'''''''^^  a-1 

"When  will  they  come  to  you  again,  Carette  ? 
And  who  IS  it  comes  ?  "  '-areiie  r 

"A    woman-madame,    I    suppose.    She    brought 
me  my  supper.    I  think  they  are  going  away."        ^ 
Yes.  they  are  going.    They  are  going  because  I 

Port^'^Phii"  '^'a    "•'  "'^^-    "  ^*  ""^'"^^  t°  Peter 
S"    Bufsh/T  ^^^r  '^''''-   '^"'^  ^*°P  their 

waitwHrrT"*"  ""f  ^''^  "^^^'  ^"<J  Torode  can 
Carette  -^  ^  "°*  «°'"S  *"^  ^  ^^^  y°«  with  me, 

"They  will  kiU  you!"  she  cried,  and  let  go  mv 
hands  to  wring  her  own.  ^       ^ 

want^°nlf  ^  "fr'^^'P  "'"   '  ^''J  stubbornly.    "I 

2be    Lt  V?'^  ''''.•^'*  y°"  ^^^y-  C-^ette,  re- 
eTd  o?the  worli."  ""  ^'^^  '  ^'^  ^""^  ^^  *«  the 
"  '"'^y  will  kill  you,"  she  repeated. 
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"They  are  very  busy  loading  the  schooner.  If 
the  woman  comes  to  you  in  the  morning  I  shall  be 
able  to  get  you  out.  Vy  boat  waits  on  the  shell 
beach." 

"  You  would  do  better  to  get  round  to  Peter  Port," 
she  persisted. 

"  Torode  would  be  off  before  they  would  be  ready. 
If  it  was  one  man  to  convince  he  would  act,  but 
where  there  are  many  time  is  wasted.  I  will  see  you 
safe  first  and  then  see  to  Torode ; "  and  seeing  that  I 
was  fixed  on  this,  she  urged  my  going  no  more. 

She  gave  me  her  hands  again  through  the  bars  and 
I  kissed  them,  arid  kissed  them  again  and  again, 
and  would  not  let  them  go.  That  which  lay  just 
close  ahead  of  us  was  heavy  with  possibilities  of 
separation  and  death,  but  I  had  never  tasted  happiness 
so  complete  as  I  did  through  those  iron  bars.  The 
rusty  bars  could  keep  us  apart,  but  they  could  not 
keep  the  pure  hot  love  that  filled  us  from  head  to 
foot  from  thrilling  through  by  way  of  our  clasped 
hands. 

"  Kiss  me,  Phil !  "  she  said,  of  a  sudden. 

And  I  pressed  my  face  into  the  rough  bars,  and 
could  just  touch  her  sweet  lips  with  mine. 

"  We  may  never  come  closer,  dear,"  she  said.  "  But 
if  they  kill  you  I  will  follow  soon,  and— oh,  it  is  good 
to  fed  you  here  ! " 

When  the  first  wild  joy  of  our  uncovered  hearts 
permitted  us  to  speak  of  other  things,  she  had  much 
to  ask  and  I  much  to  tell.  I  told  her  most  of  my 
story,  but  said  no  word  as  yet  of  her  brother  Helier, 
for  she  had  quite  enough  to  bear. 

And,  through  all  her  askings,  I  could  catch  uncon- 
scious glimpses  of  the  faith  and  hope  and  love  she 
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had  borne  for  me  all  through  those  weary  months 

given  up  in  Peter  Port  ^  "^^ 

^■•t^d^r^afSoi^----:^^-^^ 

one  if "'"  '''  "^'^  ^^P'y-    "  We  have  helped 
this.^*"  we  wiU  do  yet.    J  am  going  to  gex  you  out  of 
"  The  good  God  help  you  !  " 

..  .J"  "*<^y  the  moment  I  open  the  gate  "  I  said 
goS-bnea^Su'al"  ''\o'  -seance,  'n^^ 

chamber.  The  sC  oHhe^ocl  LfT^ht  'T'^  '''' 
more  than  ei^ht  ^    •    "v  "  *"^  gateway  no 

highest  point  tsid  the'  r"\  H^'"'  though.  at%he 
perhaps  twenty  £Vove  hfi*' Thtr'"  ^ 
r  re°S'or°  ^'^^  r  ^^'-^"s'SthTplstS 
^txaightTo%rrU'C.LrB^fh'clSa;?  ^'^^^ 

^nit^^srie:----/;---^^ 
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cleavage,  which  among  the  higher  loclcs  formed  the 
chamber,  and  on  the  lower  slope  formed  the  passage 
up  to  it. 

My  very  simple  plan  was  to  lie  in  wait,  crouched  flat 
upon  the  top  wall  of  the  passage  close  to  the  gateway, 
and  from  there  to  spring  down  upon  the  unsuspecting 
warder,  whoever  it  might  be — Torode,  or  his  wife,  or 
any  other.  And  by  such  unlooked-for  attack  I  hoped 
to  win  the  day,  even  though  it  should  be  Torode 
himself  who  came.  But  I  did  not  beUeve  it  would 
be  Torode,  for  he  had  his  hands  full  down  below, 
and  Carette  was  to  him  only  a  very  secondary 
matter. 

I  half  hoped  it  might  be  young  Torode,  for  the 
hurling  of  my  hatred  on  him  would  have  been  grateful 
to  me.  But  I  thought  it  would  be  the  mother,  and  in 
that  case,  thougi.  I  would  use  no  more  violence  than 
might  be  necessary,  nothing  should  keep  me  from 
Carette. 

I  lay  flat  on  the  rough  rock  wall  and  waited. 
"  Carette  I  "  I  whispered. 
"  Phil ! " 

"  I  am  here  just  above  you,  dearest.  When  you 
hear  them  coming,  be  ready." 

The  thin  darkness  was  becoming  gray.  In  the 
sky  up  above,  little  clouds  were  forming  out  of  the 
shadows,  and  presently  they  wore  flecked  with  pink, 
and  all  reached  out  towards  the  rising  sun.  The 
rocks  below  me  began  to  show  their  heads.  It  was 
desperately  hard  work  waiting.  I  hungered  anxiously 
for  someone  to  come  and  let  me  be  doing. 

What  if  they  left  her  till  the  very  last,  and  only  came 
up,  several  of  them,  to  hurry  her  on  board  the  schooner? 
The  possibility  of  that  chilled  me  more  than  the 
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rrrwitX  hl^rt'^I  ^'"^  ""''}  -"'^'V  in 
fordesperafed^i'"''-     ^  ''''  «"'"  ''"''  ''^"^  =>"<>  ^t 

the  flat  lands^^on^u  ^""P*""  "^  ''"'^"'-  ^"^ 

me,  and  in  a  moment  I  was  1^,7?^^  ''^^  '° 
Carette  Le  Marchant,  the  deares  .n7  ^^!'"'  ^"'^ 
in  all  the  world,  wa^    ocked  b?hinH      '"""!*"'*  ^irl 

-;ow.,andIwas'SrSanXS 

waf„'o7eeft?tr/o/trr  T''-  ^^  '''^ 
was  a  woman,  and  she  came  ,  n  .h  ''°'"'"«  """^ 

head  and  carried  foodt  heTha^ds '^  """*  "^*''  '^^ 

the  bars  T„  a  heaL  h  '■  '^  'u"  ^'"*  ''°^"  ^g^'nst 
Carette  was  all  1^;  ^Z  'r  !'"  ''^'^^>''  ^"^ 
knew  what  had  sT4k  hef   I  h  H  h'   *!?'   """^^ 

th^jfyfnthe^'I^ran^cSir--  -<^  ^ad 

boLd  hTfe"  ;:^th  '":^  ^""  -""^  '^^  fa"-  We 
on  the  bed,  ocked  the%ft"P  °'  "If"'^*  ^"'^  ^-d  he 
down  the  r;cky  way  tl/a t'^f?  ^^^^  "^'  a«d  sped 
Then  swiftly  amrnjt,^  L^^^J  ,""  7*  '"*°  **•«  °P«"- 
down  the  slo^."^Ja2"^f°^'°^^,  hand  in  hand, 
boat  lay.  I  had  left^t  J  '''^"  ^^^ch  where  the 
y         nad  left  ,t  close  under  the  last  of  the 
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high  grotind,  and  had  drawn  it  well  up  out  of  reach  ol 
the  tide,  as  I  believed.  But  there  was  no  boat  there. 
The  beach  lay  shining  in  the  sun,  bare  and  white,  and 
my  heart  gave  a  jerk  of  dismay. 

"  There  it  is  t "  panted  Carette,  pointing  the  opposite 
way  along  the  shore.  And  there,  among  a  tumbled 
heap  of  rocks,  whose  heads  just  showed  above  the 
water,  I  saw  my  boat  mopping  and  mowing  at  me  in 
the  grip  of  the  tide. 

I  ran  along  to  the  nearest  pMint  on  the  beach,  calling 
over  my  shoulder  to  Carette,  "  If  they  come  after 
you,  take  to  the  water ;  I  will  pick  you  up," — and 
dashed  in,  as  we  used  to  do  in  the  olden  daj^s,  till  the 
water  tripped  me  up,  and  then  swam  my  fastest  for 
the  boat,  and  thanked  God  that  swimming  came  so 
natural  to  me. 

I  had  the  boat  back  to  the  beach  and  Carette  aboard 
within  a  few  minutes,  and  we  each  took  an  oar  and 
puUed  for  Brecqhou  with  exultant  hearts.  We 
thought  our  perils  were  past — and  they  were  but  just 
beginning. 

For  as  we  cleared  the  eastern  point  which  juts 
out  into  the  sea,  and  opened  Jethou  and  the  dark 
channel  between  the  two  islands,  our  eyes  lighted 
together  on  a  boat  which  was  just  about  to  turn  the 
comer  into  the  Herm  roadstead.  Another  minute 
and  it  would  have  been  gone,  and  we  should  have 
been  free. 

I  stopped  rowing  and  made  to  back  in  again  out  of 
sight,  but  it  was  not  to  be.  They  sighted  us  at  the 
same  moment,  and  in  an  instant  were  tugging  at  their 
oars  to  get  their  boat  round,  while  we  bent  and  pulled 
for  our  lives. 

Fortunately  for  us,  the  tide  was  running  swiftly 
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And  so,  once  again  I  was  pulling  for  dear  life,  and 
now  indeed  for  more  than  life,  with  death,  and  more 
than  death,  coming  on  astern  in  venomous  jerks  and 
vicious  leaps. 

Carette's  soft  hands  were  not  equal  to  work  of  this 
kind,  and  she  saw  it.  There  were  but  the  two  oars 
in  the  boat.  I  bade  her  hand  me  hers,  and  she  did 
it  instantly,  sliding  it  along  to  my  rowlock  and  losing 
but  a  single  stroke. 

The  odds  were  somewhat  against  us,  but  not  so 
much  as  I  feared.  For,  if  I  was  single-handed  against 
their  six  oars,  their  boat  was  heavier,  and  carried  four 
armed  men  in  addition  to  the  oarsmen. 

But  I  saw  that  Brecqhou  would  be  impossible  to 
us,  and  moreover  must  prove  but  a  cul-de-sac  if  we 
got  there,  for  at  best  there  were  but  two  sick  men 
there,  and  they  could  give  us  no  help.  The  house 
indeed  might  offer  us  shelter  for  a  time,  but  the  end 
would  only  be  delayed.  So  I  edged  off  from  Brecqhou, 
thinking  to  run  for  Havre  Gosselin,  and  then,  with 
senses  quickened  to  the  occasion,  I  saw  that  Havre 
Gosselin  would  serve  us  no  better. 

Port  6s  Saies,  Grande  Gr^ve,  Vermandes,  Les 
Fontaines,  Port  Gorey,— I  ran  them  rapidly  through 
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my  mind  and  saw  the  same  objection  to  aU.  For  in 
all  the  ascent  to  the  high  lands  was  toilsome  and 
difficult,  and  one,  so  climbing,  could  be  picked  off 
with  a  musket  from  below  as  easUy  as  a  rabbit  or  a 
sitting  gull.  And  that  any  mercy  would  be  shown 
to  one  of  us  at  all  events,  I  did  not  for  one  moment 
delude  myself.  I  saw  again  the  round  hole  bore 
Itself  m  John  Ozanne's  forehead,  and  Helier  Le 
Marchant's  dead  body  lying  in  the  boat. 

But  past  Corey,  where  the  south-west  gales  have 
bitten  deep  into  the  headlands,  there  were  places 
where  a  quick  leap  might  carry  one  ashore  at  cost  of 
one  s  boat,  and  then  among  the  ragged  black  rocks 
a  creepmg  course  might  be  found  where  bullets  could 
not  follow. 

So  I  turned  for  Little  Sercq,  and  rowed  for  dear 
life  and  that  which  was  dearer  still,  and  the  venomous 
prow  behind  foUowed  like  a  hound  on  the  scent. 

The  black  fangs  of  Les  Dents  swept  past  us.  La 
Baveuse  lay  ahead.  If  I  could  get  past  Moie  de 
Bretagne  before  they  could  cripple  me  I  would  have 
good  hope,  for  thereabouts  the  sea  was  strewn  with 
rocks  and  I  knew  my  way  as  they  did  not. 

They  were  gaining  on  me,  but  not  enough  for  their 
likmg.  I  saw  the  glint  of  a  musket  barrel  in  the  sun. 
Lie  down,  dearest,"  I  said  sharply. 

But  she  had  seen  it  too,  and  understood. 

T  V  }  ^F  "°*'"  ^^^  ^^^^-    "  The  wind  is  with  us,  and 
I  help. ' 

But  in  her  mind  she  believed  they  would  not  shoot 
her,  and  she  sat  between  me  and  them. 

It  was  no  time  for  argument.  Safety  for  both  of 
us  lay  m  my  arms  and  legs,  and  their  power  to  gain 
a  landing  and  get  up  the  slope  before  the  others  could 
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damage  them.    I  accepted  her  sacrifice,  and  set  my 
teeth,  and  strove  to  pull  harder  still. 

Young  Torode  himself  was  distinguishable  in  the 
boat  behind,  and  I  knew  his  passion  for  her  and  did 
not  believe  he  would  deliberately  attempt  her  life. 
Nor  do  I  now.  Possibly  his  intent  was  only  to  frighten 
us,  but  when  bullets  fly,  Uves  are  cheap. 

Torode  himself  stood  up  in  the  stem  of  his  boat, 
and  levelled  at  us,  and  fired.  But  the  shot  went 
wide,  and  I  only  pulled  the  harder,  and  was  not 
greatly  in  fear,  for  shooting  from  a  jumping  boat  ;s 
easy,  but  hitting  a  jumping  mark  is  quite  another 
matter.  ' 

We  drove  past  Moie  de  Bretagne,  with  the  green 
seas  leaping  up  its  fretted  sides  and  lacing  them  with 
rushing  white  threads  as  they  fell.  How  often  had 
Carette  and  I  sat  watching  that  white  laceiy  of  the 
rocks  and  swum  out  through  the  tumbling  green  to 
see  it  closer  still.  Good  times  they  were,  and  my 
thought  shot  through  them  like  an  arrow  as  we  swung 
past  Rouge  Cane  Bay  and  opened  Gorey. 

But  these  times  were  better,  even  though  death 
came  weltering  close  behind  us.  For,  come  what 
might,  we  were  man  and  woman,  and  all  the  man 
within  me,  and  what  there  might  be  of  God,  clave 
to  this  sweet  woman  who  sat  before  me — who  sat 
of  her  own  choice  between  me  and  death — and  I 
knew  that  she  loved  me  as  I  loved  her,  and  my 
heart  was  full  and  glad  in  spite  of  the  hunting  Death 
behind. 

We  were  in  among  the  tumbled  rocks.  I  knew 
them  like  a  book.  We  swept  across  the  dark  mouth 
of  Gorey.  In  among  the  ragged  heads  and  weltering 
white  surf  of  the  Pierres-i-Beurre ;  past  the  sounding 
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of  the  stones  that  noTde  «„*  ev^S  hft""'"^  '"^^ 
Ready  r "  I  cried. 

■  ••  Ou?  on^y  ch  Jce  T.^**  ""'^  neighbours, 

we  run."  ^^^  «">  «'^t  "s  as 

rm  ^i  5r  *"'"«  *°  °^i''''  ''"t  ^-w  that  I  was 
Sort  andabXr~P.f  *'^  "^'^  •^'  P^*  t^l 
beeUe  iwi  tf  "^'^^  ^^  "^  •'^^'^  "^e  a  droning 
t^t  led  ?^^  '  "*1°^  ^y  *°  the  razor  of  a  path 
^l  her.%&  ^"'^  ••^^  the  way  along  it.  /r^ 

griS^rl^k  niU^*^^'."!."^  ''""«  "y^^"  '^hind  the 

&^deGr^vetl«  A''""T''*  '^^^  P^*''  °^  the 
«iae  ureve  side  and  towered  h  gh  above  me 

for' whS  T:^rt  r  r-'"'  ^^^^^^ '-- 

cursed  the    shooter    and  heard  young 
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Torode  do  the  same.    I  was  their  quarry ;  but  one, 
in  the  lust  of  the  chase,  had  lost  his  head. 

I  leaned  panting  against  the  rock,  and  saw  Carette's 
skirts  disappear  over  the  brow  of  the  Common  at 
the  Sercq  end,  with  thankfulness  past  words.  For 
mjrself,  I  was  safe  enough.  No  shot  could  reach  me 
so  long  as  I  kept  cover.  From  no  point  on  Little 
Sercq  could  they  snap  at  me  by  any  amount  of  climb- 
ing. I  was  as  safe  as  if  in  a  fortress,  and  Carette  was 
speeding  to  rouse  the  neighbo"-s,  and  all  was  well. 

I  had  no  weapon,  it  is  true,  and  if  they  had  the 
sense  and  the  courage  to  come  in  a  body  along  the 
narrow  way,  things  might  go  ill  with  me.  The  first 
comer,  and  the  second,  I  could  dispose  of,  but  if  the 
others  came  close  behind  they  could  end  me,  as  I 
fought.  But  I  did  not  beUeve  they  would  have  the 
courage,  even  though  they  saw  it  was  the  only  possible 
chance.  For  that  knife-edge  of  a  path— two  hundred 
yards  in  length  and  but  two  feet  wide  in  places,  with 
the  sea  breaking  on  the  rocks  three  hundred  feet 
below  on  each  side — set  unaccustomed  heads  swimming, 
and  put  tremors  into  legs  that  were  steady  even 
at  sea. 

My  sudden  disappearance  had  puzzled  them.  They 
were  discussing  the  matter  with  heat,  and  I  could 
hear  young  Torode's  voice  above  the  rest  urging  them 
forward  and  girding  at  their  lack  of  courage.  Their 
broken  growls  came  back  to  me  also. 

"  Girl's  yours,  'tis  for  you  to  follow  her." 

"Fools!"  said  Torode.  "If  he  escapes,  youi 
necks  are  in  the  noose." 

"  He's  down  cliff,  and  she  ran  on." 

"  We'd  have  seen  him  fall.  He's  behind  one  of 
them  stacks,  an' " 
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to  ky  holToT^"  *"  '"^^  '*^  *'^**— <»  ««•«  a  rope 
andSriS'lr^P!,^  "*  »  -™'s  duty."- 

cmXo'nJ^r'lfJt-    "V""  ""^  ^  -«=»• 
^ThLrt"'^-    «^^^^^^^^  Vouve 

pillar  to  heavl  at  £  ""^  ''""^  ^'^^  ^"^"ing 

e^dently  in' d^'j^sTS  h  L^Sf '  I  t^d 

mv^SeTtT  t'se' "f '^f  ''"  '"  ^''^""  --•    ^  held 
between  us.  °'  *^°  ^""''^  '^^'^'^e  the  matter 

Then   Cdetdal  ,1'  '  ^°"  '*""  ^^"^"'^  ^'«1«' 

and  mv  footing  W.C  7  ^"    ^^   ^'^^^    uistantly. 

My  left  aS,  ti* "^  r '^""°"^  *°  '^t  ">«  «ven  duck 
could  draTa  Sot  T,  ^""l  """^'  ''"*  ^^°''  he 
launched  my  r«f°  Ji^^^PP^''  *\^-fer  ground  and 
I  intended   but^thft  .."  ''^"^^*  ^im  lower  than 

foothold  I  ^e2^w  t  'T"'  °'  "-y  '"««<="^ 
between  neck^ndTL'  M  '"^  '''^''-  "  t°°k  him 
and  his  msLrln^"  wf  .  "^dropped  like  an  ox, 
lay  still  ™  h?  .K  "'""«  ^°*"  the  steep.  He 
acros.  the  path,  very  near  to  the  place  where 
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as  I  looked,  I  could  see  again  Black  Boy's  straining 
eyes  and  pitiful  scrabbling  feet  as  he  hung  for  a 
moment  before  falling  into  the  gulf. 

A  howl  and  a  burst  of  curses  from  the  cautious  ones 
behind  greeted  his  fall,  but  I  heard  no  sound  of  foot- 
steps coming  to  their  leader's  assistance. 

With  another  r  ck  I  could  have  smashed  him  wherf 
he  lay,  and  at  small  risk  to  myself ;  but  hurling  rocks 
in  hot  blood  is  one  thing  and  smashing  fallen  men  is 
another;  and  Torode,  Ijring  on  his  face,  was  safer 
from  harm  than  Torode  on  his  feet  with  his  gun  in 
his  hand. 

There  was  excited  discussion  among  his  followers, 
the  necessity  of  securing  the  wotmded  man  evidently 
prompting  them  to  an  attempt,  but  no  man  showing 
himsdf  desirous  of  first  honours. 

But  presently  I  heard  a  shuiiling  approach  along 
the  path,  hands  and  knees  evidently,  and  Torode's 
body  was  pulled  slowly  out  of  my  sight.  And  then, 
along  the  n&rrow  way  that  leads  up  into  Sercq, 
there  came  the  sound  of  many  feet,  and  I  knew  that 
all  was  well. 

They  came  foaitiing  up  over  the  brow,  an  urgent 
crowd  —  Abraham  Guille  from  Clos  Bourel,  and 
Abraham  Guille  from  Dos  d'Ane,  William  Le  Masurier 
from  La  Jaspellerie,  Henri  Le  Masurier  from  Grand 
Dixcart,  Thomas  Godfray  from  Dixcart,  and  Thomas 
De  Carteret  from  La  Vauroque — just  as  Carette  had 
come  across  them  and  told  them  of  my  need.  They 
had  snatched  their  guns  from  the  hanging  racks  and 
come  at  once. 

They  gave  a  shout  at  sight  of  me  behind  the  stack 
and  Torode's  body  being  dragged  slowly  up  the  path. 
The  Herm  men  gave  them  a  hasty  volley  and  went 
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since  Carette  is^skfe  "  ^  ^''^  «°*  ^  ^  ^»nt«d. 

emSof"'''*'"  *°°^  -*'  *°  "•«  -ns  with  „,uch 

"  Now,  God  be  thanked  I "    he  said    i„  hu 
deep  voice,  which  shook  as  he  said  ii     ••  v   ^^^ 
come  back  as  from  the  dead,  my  £v     I  h=!,    ^  ^'' 
rHrna;e-,^7raJ  ^«">"Ur  a= 

"lerS'  ?^^='  '^'^-^  "'  "^ 

BreciS.il^"'^'^*  *"*'  M^'»  *««  'ying  sick  on 
"  They  are  safe  at  Beaumanoir  " 
"  r!!!"*  ^T  "°*  '™°*  ^•'out  Helier  yet  " 

as  did  the  oThers  ■•  ^'^''*  ''^  *'^«'*  W  «i»<=e. 

"  Oh   pkTi  . ..  T   ™"n™g  towards  us. 

my  neck  Woie  thl^?*^'  ^"^  ^'^^  ^'^^  ^™«  about 
and  sat^fd  ran         ^"'  ^^  -"-de  me  a  very  happy 
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"  You  are  wounded  ?  "  she  cried,  at  sight  of  blood 
on  my  sleeve.    "  Oh,  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  It  is  only  a  trifle,  and  you  have  spoiled  your 
sleeve." 

"  I  will  keep  it  so  always.  Dear  stain  I  "  and  she 
bent  and  kissed  the  mark  my  blood  had  left. 

I  thanked  the  neighbours  for  coming  so  promptly 
to  my  help,  and  as  we  stood  for  a  moment  at  the 
road  leading  to  Dos  d'Ane,  where  Abraham  Guille 
would  break  off  to  get  back  to  his  work,  my  grandfather 
stopped  them. 

"  Phil  brings  us  strange  and  monstrous  news,"  he 
said  weightily.  "  It  is  well  you  should  know,  for  we 
may  need  your  neighbourly  help  again.  John  Ozanne's 
ship  was  sunk  by  the  French  privateer.  Main  Rouge, 
and  John  Ozanne  himself  and  such  of  his  men  as 
tried  to  save  themselves  were  shot  in  the  water  as 
they  swam  for  their  lives,  and  that  was  cold-blooded 
murder.  Phil  here  saw  what  was  toward  and  saved 
his  life  by  floating  under  a  spar  and  sail.    And  this 

Main  Rouge  who  did  this  thing  is  Torode  of  Herm " 

At  which  they  broke  into  exclamations  of  astonish- 
ment. "  He  fought  under  both  flags.  No  wonder  he 
waxed  so  fat !  He  knows  that  Phil  has  his  secret. 
I  fear  he  will  give  us  no  rest,  and  it  is  well  the  matter 
should  be  known  to  others  in  case — you  understand." 

"  He  is  preparing  to  leave  Herm,"  I  said.  "  They 
were  loading  th^  schooner  all  night  long.  I  ought  to 
have  gone  across,  tO  Peter  Port  to  lay  my  information 
before  them  there,  but,  you  understand,  Carette  was 
more  important  to  me.  But  surely  Sercq  need  fear 
nothing  from  Herm,"  I  said,  looking  round  on  them. 

"Ah,  you  don't  know,"  said  my  grandfather. 
"  We  are  but  few  here  just  now.    So  many  are  away 
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How  many  men 
should 


-to  the  war.  and  the  free-trading. 

does  Torodc  carry  ?  " 

^•' With  those  on  Henn.  sixty  to  eighty,  I 

knL"lt;"''and'SX^V'%'"^^^'^  «=»"*-'  "  •>« 
Dos  d'Aa^e,  and  the  St^f  u^t  T'  °«  '^^''y  »« 

My  grandfather  wirLu  of  thZht°"  '°.T  ''""'^• 
he  was  anxious  on  our  account  I  '/  ^  ***  **'*' 
excitement  was  ovrr  m  k  ,.  ^"'^  "°^  "'»*  the 
and  shoot  E^ermov^Ln^""''^"  '^«^"  *°  '"rob 
I  felt  suddenTy^orrout  and""''  """'"'  *°  '*'  ""'' 
musthaveseen^trmrfactfae::^^    Carette 

for  the  touch  ofTef  was  ver^  "".^  l^'""^'^  °»  her. 
wJs^^r  -^  -P- ^W -t!  ^-ndl 

fatL?  X  t"cam^t'  fa^r"'  ''''  ™^  «-«'- 
her  to  see  to  your  a™  Phil  ch^'^T^'  "  ^"^  ask 
I  must  see  George  Srn"  ''  '  ^'™°"^  '^°^t°'- 

shH^urriy^rs^t^^^  1 7  '^-^^  --^ 

•  sU»g,  „d  but  lor  ,h.Z;.  £,£•,"',">'  ""  » 
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I  wu  alio  feeling  very  empty,  though  with  no  great 
appetite  for  food.  But  she  insiited  on  my  eating 
and  drinking,  and  saw  to  it  herself  in  her  sharp, 
masterful  way. 

She  was  tying  the  sling  behind  my  neck  when  my 
grandfather  and  George  Hamon  came  in  together. 

Uncle  George  gave  me  very  hearty  greeting,  and 
they  complimented  Aunt  Jeanne  on  her  handiwork, 
and  then  asked  her  advice,  and  all  the  while  I  was 
in  fear  lest  some  incautious  word  from  one  or  the 
other  should  weight  Carette's  heart  with  over-sudden 
news  of  her  brother's  death. 

"  Jeanne  Falla,  we  want  your  views,"  said  my 
grandfather.  "  It  is  in  my  mind  that  Torode  will 
come  back  for  these  two.  Phil  holds  his  life  in  his 
hand.  What  others  know  is  hearsay,  but  Phil  can 
swear  to  it.  I  cannot  believe  he  will  rest  while  Phil 
lives.  He  can  bring  sixty  or  eighty  rui&ans  down 
on  us,  and  I  doubt  if  we  can  put  thirty  against  them. 
What  does  your  wit  suggest  ?  " 

"  Ma  ii  I  "  said  Aunt  Jeanne,  "  you  are  right. 
Torode  will  be  after  them,  and  they  are  not  safe 
nere.  Can  you  not  get  them  over  to  Peter  Port,  or 
to  Jersey  ?  " 

"  They  are  watching  the  ways,"  I  said,  for  I  was  loth 
to  start  on  any  fresh  voyaging  now  that  Carette  and 
home  were  to  my  hand.  "  Their  boats  were  out  all 
night  on  the  look-out." 

"  We  might  get  through  one  way  or  another,  if  we 
started  at  once,"  said  my  grandfather,  looking  doubt- 
fully at  me. 

"  I  can't  do  another  thing  till  I've  had  some  rest," 
I  said.  "  It  is  so  long  since  I  slept  that  I  cannot 
remember  when  it  was ;  "  and  indeed,  what  with  want 


HOW  ,  „,,„  „^  ^^^^^^  ^^^   ^^^^ 

>wto  death.  ""^^^  ^  was  feeling  weaiy 

H.«?n'".n^tX«i^^^^^  "George 

Unde  George  grinned  kSJv")"!  7  ""^  '^"id. 
comes,  swear  they  are  wfe  t  |^;  '  ^"'^  "  Torode 
not  cut  gorse  without  glo":  and  ««  ."^"^V  ^"«  '*°«» 

^^'^ys^^'ikmntSn^:  ^'""■«*'  "«d  what  I 
ann's  length,  but-—"      "**  '^^  '"^ht  hold  then,  at 

-ytrfhe^s-'^siT,  r " »°  p-'p-- 

head.  '    **'<>  Aunt  Jeanne,  shaking  her 

-id  uSe'lSrS^™  "'"'  "°"^  ^^'  -"  ««d  then,." 

^^Ma«Mt  does  not  sound  too  tempting,.,  said 

;-  r^^Z'Z'^:^^-  oVS  ---.'■  I  said; 

•'S;^^r  ^^-t?S'  --V  were 

P"tusinthehofe?"    ^^"'Carette.    "  When  will  you 

when^^mShiJSke--"'  "'^  "^  '»  -«te  tin,e 

..;tX'°«rS-">-p..^e  asked. 
B>Jno  longer  tTani^X' .. -'^  "'"'^^^  ^^"««- 

gache  to^y.-P^i^^^^ham  and  I  n,ade  bread  and 
basket  and  beginn^„ T" VT""'  ^'''^^S  up  a  big 
t'»nkofand53,*;/^<=''  't  with  all  she  coSf 

an  ' 
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"  Water  ?  "  asked  Carette, 

"  Plenty  of  water,  both  salt  and  fresh,"  said  Uncle 
George. 

"  All  the  same,  a  can  of  milk  won't  hurt,"  said 
Aunt  Jeanne.  "  Carette,  ma  fille,  fill  the  bigg<5st  you 
can  find." 

"  And  Mistress  Falla  will  give  us  two  sacks  of  hay 
to  soften  the  rocks,"  said  Uncle  George,  "  and  a 
lantern  and  some  candles,  lest  they  get  frightened 
of  one  another  in  the  dark,"— which  I  knew  could 
never  happen.  All  the  same,  Carette  asked,  "  Is  it 
dark  there  all  the  time  ?  " 

"  Not  quite  dark  all  the  time,  but  a  light  is  cheerful." 

"  Lend  me  a  pipe.  Uncle  George,"  I  said,  and  the 
good  fellow  emptied  his  pockets  for  me. 
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safe,"  said  my  mXrItt  whX  r  T/""  "^'  "^ 

assi'^-feust^Jrlf"^  g-?dfather"U 
of  his  own  to  atte^  Sn  "T''^^''^«''««n«ss 
PC.  ^o^  -  -  i;°jr--    S^^Pete. 

not  ^rough  lack  of  IhougS 'of  ht  ^  *"''"«''•  "•""S'' 

heartily  by  the  hand  anT^"    J  u"'"^''   '^^   ^«y 
and  told  hiThoTll'^^^PP"*  h^  °«  the  back 

and  how  it  wasll  T^JT  *''"'  "^^""^^^  *"  ««. 
was  hB  prompt  warning  that  enabled  me 
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to  get  across  to  Herm  before  they  set  their  patrol 
boats— and  very  briefly  of  what  had  passed  and  was 
toward,  and  so  left  him,  content  and  dieerful. 

My  mother  would  have  added  to  our  supplies,  but 
we  had  as  much  as  we  could  carry,  and  enough,  we 
thought,  for  the  term  of  our  probable  imprisonment. 
So  we  bade  her  farewell,  and  went  on  across  the 
fields,  past  La  Moinerie  towards  the  Eperquerie. 

"  We  are  going  to  the  Boutiques,"  I  said. 

"  My  Boutiques,"  said  Uncle  George,  with  a  laugh. 
And,  instead  of  going  on  to  that  dark  chasm  whose 
steep  black  walls  and  upstanding  boulders  lead  one 
precariously  into  the  caves  with  which  we  were  familiar, 
he  turned  aside  to  another  narrower  gash  in  the 
tumbled  rocks,  and  we  stood  on  the  brink  wondering 
where  he  would  take  us.  For,  well  as  we  knew  the 
nooks  and  craimies  thereabouts,  we  had  never  found 
entrance  here. 

We  stood  looking  down  into  the  narrow  chasm. 
The  tidewas  still  chumingamong  its  slabs  and  boulders, 
and  the  inner  end  showed  no  opening  into  the  cliff, 
nothing  but  piles  of  rounded  pebbles  and  stranded 
tangles  of  vraic.    We  thought  he  had  made  a  mistake. 

But  he  looked  quietly  down  into  the  boiling  pot 
below,  and  said,  "  We  have  still  an  hour  to  wait.  The 
tide  is  higher  than  I  thought."  So  we  sat  on  the 
short  salt  turf  and  waited. 

"  Tiens  !  "  said  Carette,  pointing  suddenly.  And 
looking,  we  saw  three  boats  pull  out  from  the  channel 
between  Herm  and  Jethou.  One  came  past  us  towards 
the  north-east,  and  Uncle  George  made  us  Ue  flat 
behind  gotse  cushions  till  it  was  out  of  sight  round 
Bee  du  Nez,  though  by  crawling  a  little  way  up  the 
head  we  could  see  it  lying  watchfully  about  a  mile 
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away.  Another  went  off  round  Little  Sercq  to  stop 
aay  communication  with  Jersey.  The  third  lay  in 
the  way  between  Sercq  and  Peter  Port. 

"  M.  Torode  shuts  the  doors,"  said  my  grandfather 
tersely.    "  B'en  I  we  will  try  in  the  dark." 

Between  the  softness  of  the  turf  and  the  heat  of 
the  sun  and  my  great  weariness,  I  was  just  on  the 
pomt  of  falling  asleep,  when  Uncle  George  came  back 
from  a  look  at  his  cleft,  and  picked  up  his  loads,  and 
said,  "  Come  !  "  and  five  minutes  later  we  were  stand- 
mg  behind  him  in  the  salt  coohiess  of  the  little  black 
chasm,  among  the  slabs  and  boulders  and  the  fresh 
sea  pools.    And  still  we  saw  no  entrance. 

But  he  went  to  the  inner  side  of  a  great  slab  that 
lay  wedged  against  the  wall  of  the  chasm,  and,  stooping 
there,  dragged  out  rock  after  rock,  cunningly  piled 
so  that  the  waves  could  not  displace  them,  until  a 
small  opening  was  disclosed  behind  the  leaning  slab 
It  was  no  more  than  three  feet  high,  and  we  had  to 
creep  m  on  our  hands  and  knees,  which  my  grand- 
father, from  his  size  and  stiffness,  found  no  easy 
matter.  •' 

The  tunnel  led  straight  in  for  a  space  of  twenty  feet 
or  so,  and  then  struck  upwards,  with  a  very  rough 
floor  which  made  no  easy  crawUng  ground,  and  a 

VM  fV*'***  ^^^^  '°^^  ^°^  unwary  heads.  The 
utUe  hght  that  came  in  round  the  comer  of  the  slab 
m  the  dark  chasm  very  soon  left  us,  and  we  crawled 
on  m  the  dark,  hoping,  one  of  us  at  all  events,  that 
ine  road  was  not  a  long  one.  And  suddenly  we 
oreathed  more  freely  and  found  a  welcome  space 
above  our  heads.  ^ 

Uncle  George  struck  flint  and  steel  and  Ut  a  candle 
ana  we  found  ourselves  m  a  long  narrow  chamber. 
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which  looked  just  a  fault  in  the  rocks,  or  the  space  out 
of  which  the  softer  stuff  had  sunk  away.  The  roof 
we  could  not  see,  but  from  the  slope  of  the  walls  on 
either  side  I  thought  they  probably  met  at  a  point  a 
great  way  up,  and  the  narrow  crack  of  a  cave  ran 
far  beyond  our  sight. 

"  My  Boutiques,"  said  Uncle  George,  "  and  no 
man — no  living  man  but  myself  has  ever  been  here 
till  now,  so  far  as  I  know."  And  rotmd  the  walls  we 
saw  a  very  large  number  of  neatly  piled  kegs  and 
packages,  at  which  my  grandfather  said,  "  Ah  ha, 
mon  beau  I  "  and  Uncle  George  smiled  cheerfully  in 
the  candle-light. 

"The  Great  Boutiques  lie  over  there,"  he  said, 
pointing.  "  There  are  communications,  high  up  along 
the  cross  shelves.  But  they  need  not  trouble  you. 
I  am  quite  certain  no  man  but  myself  knows  them. 
So  if  you  hear  the  waves  tumbling  about  in  the  big 
cave  you  don't  need  to  be  frightened." 

"  And  how  far  does  this  go  ?  "  asked  my  grandfather, 
trying  to  see  the  end. 

"  Right  through  the  Eperquerie.  It  runs  into  a 
water  cave  there.  Its  mouth  is  below  tide  level,  but 
sometimes  the  light  comes  through.  If  you  want 
brandy,  Phil,  broach  a  keg.  If  you  want  more  tobacco, 
open  a  package." 

"  And  water  ?  "  asked  Carette. 

"  About  fifty  yards  along  there  on  the  right  in  a 
hollow  place.    You  can't  miss  it." 

"  Keep  your  hearts  up,  my  children,"  said  my 
grandfather.  "  You  will  be  quite  safe  here.  Our 
work  lies  outside,  and  we  must  get  back.  George  will 
come  to  you  as  soon  as  the  way  is  clear.  God  be 
with  you  I  " 
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for  si.  ™,  .,„, .  j,^,  t^,^  iS'Sfbi'*'' 

Then  still  laughing,  to  cheer  us,  I  think  th^v  h.^ 
us  good-bye  and  went  off  down  the  tunnd  ^      **' 

and  we  wpw  Qin.,„  j  /  *"«r  voices  died  away 
sitting  on  he  hay  i  'if  J  "^^  ^  -'^^^^  *"-*.  ^om 
beforf  I  lay  flat    •  ^  '""''^  "^^'^  °"  '*■  ^"^  was  asleep 
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Carettb  says  I  slept  through  three  days  and  nights, 
but  that  is  only  one  of  her  little  hiunouis.  When 
I  woke,  however,  I  was  in  infinitely  better  case  than 
before,  and  as  she  herself  was  fast  asleep  she  may 
have  been  so  all  the  time. 

It  was  quite  dark.  The  candle  had  either  burned 
out  or  she  had  extinguished  it.  But  in  the  extra- 
ordinary silence  of  that  still  place  I  could  hear  her 
soft  breathing  not  far  away,  and  I  lay  a  long  time 
listening  to  it.  It  was  so  calm  and  regular  and  trust- 
ful, as  though  no  harmful  and  threatening  things 
were  in  the  world,  that  it  woke  a  new  spirit  of  confi- 
dent hope  in  me,  and  I  lay  and  Ustened,  and  thought 
sweet  warm  thoughts  of  her. 

It  seemed  a  long  time,  and  yet  not  one  whit  too 
long,  before  the  soft  breathing  lost  its  evenness,  and 
at  last  I  could  not  hear  it  at  all,  and  kaev  she  was 
waking.  And  presently  she  stirred,  and  af'-.er  a  time 
she  said  softly — 

"  Phil  ...  are  you  awake  ?  " 

"  Yes,  my  dear,"  I  said,  sitting  up,  and  feeling  first 
for  her,  for  love  of  the  feel  of  her,  and  then  in  my 
pockets  for  my  flint  and  steel. 

"  How  still  it  is,  and  how  very  dark  !  "  she  whispered. 
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"  I'll  soon  see  how  you're  lookini?  ■  "  a.,A  _ 
caught  in  the  tinder  a^  I  ht  a  Se.  "'  "^  '^"^ 

light        ^^'  ''"y  ~'^'^'"  «^<>  ^-  Winking  at  the 

hai  iX":iS  mftr"'^  "^"y  ''°-''  -«>  they 

But  it  w<^rdi  L      ^"  *°y  "^"ty  '^•^ks  before 

yo^  1  Se™  "'  *°  ^^  °«  "^«'  ">**  »»d  leave 

"  You  could  no  more  helo  it  than  t  00-  k  1    1.  • 

S  for  u]?"^"-    ^  """"'^^  ^'««  Hamon  isl^ 
founS'i'U^t**  *''  "^•"  '  ^'^'  -«»  *-t«d  "t  and  . 
said^^lue*:"'""  *'''  "•■  ''^•'  "  ^  <=-'  '"d  even." 

know,  that  wr^re  oL^  ,'^!rf'"8  *°  t^ink,  you 
^••''^•n't'^-^^^^^^^  and  that 

are  not  men  to  be  nw»r  *-.^  1        .  vjeorge  Hamon 
^^  „         n  to  De  over  fearful,  and  they  thought  it 

"  JlonH  '°''^  \'^^'  ^^'"6  •^"er  at  that, 
really  S'itJe'',?.^^''-^^''*'  ^"^  ^^^w long  we've 

helrtiT^feaTyTeat"  ta^'^f^.'  ^^^>''"  ^  -^0. 
ham  Jd  rlbbit^e  r,™*7*  *'"  *°  °»  ^^^  Je'^e'i 

small  pJ«S  w^trmv  S  ^    ^^  "^  ""  ^  "*"  "*° 

the  bigfbelli^d  tin  «u,    '  ?r     "^  "•*'  "^'^  °"*  »* 
^Hk  or  sweeter  c^nTo'r  SetT Ll^ --,-^J 
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then,  lest  it  should  get  foul,  we  started  off  to  find  the 
fresh  water  to  wash  it  out  and  bring  back  a  supply. 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  hollow  place  where 
the  fresh  water  was.  The  light  of  the  lantern  fell 
on  many  a  narrow  rift  in  the  walls  of  rock  on  either 
side,  all  sharp  cracks  and  fissures,  with  rough-toothed 
edges,  as  though  the  solid  granite  had  been  split  with 
mighty  hammer-strokes.  The  seams  were  all  awry, 
and  the  lines  and  cracks  were  all  sharp  and  straight, 
though  running  into  one  another  and  across  in  great 
confusion.  And,  of  a  sudden,  in  the  midst  of  this 
tangle  of  straight  clefts  and  sharp-pointed  angles, 
we  came  on  a  little  roimded  niche  where  the  wall 
was  scooped  out  in  a  graceful  curve  from  about  our 
own  height  to  the  ground.  It  was  all  as  smooth  and 
softly  rounded  as  if  wrought  by  a  mason's  chisel,  and 
as  we  stood  looking  at  it  with  surprise,  because  it  was 
so  different  from  all  the  rest,  a  movement  of  the  lantern 
showed  us  a  greater  wonder  still.  At  our  feet,  in  a 
smooth  round  basin,  bubbled  the  spring,  and  looked 
so  like  a  great  dark  eye  looking  up  at  us  in  a  dumb 
fury  that  we  both  stood  stark  still  staring  back  at  it. 

The  dark  water  rushed  up  from  below  in  coils  and 
writhings  like  the  up-leap  of  the  tide  in  the  Gouliot 
Pass,  and  our  lantern  set  golden  rings  in  it  which  floated 
brokenly  from  the  centre  to  the  sides,  and  gave  to  it 
a  strange  look  of  life  and  understanding.  So  strong 
was  the  pressure  from  below  that  the  centre  of  the 
little  pool  seemed  higher  than  the  sides.  It  looked 
as  though  the  pent-up  force  within  was  striving  all 
the  time  to  shoot  up  to  the  roof  and  any  moment 
might  succeed. 

But  the  strangest  thing  of  all  was  that  with  all  this 
look  of  hidden  power  there  was  no  sound,  and  no 
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drop  of  water  overflowed   the  hollow   basin     Thr 

as  bone,-no  splash,  no  sound,  no  drop  outside  _ 
only  the  silent  and  powerful  up-thrust  o^f  ?he  waiw 

ine  sides  of  the  basin,  and  the  constant  expectation 
of  something  more  which  never  came  "'"P*****""' 
.^  It  was  Carette's  quick  understanding  that  named 

was  "id.  "Sw^afai'^V^ri"''  '"'*'  *''''  *-«> 
^an,  but  th^inrr  tot  Z^lt^^^^^  ^ 

fr^lne^/'"""'*'^  ""''-'"  -y^'''^  that  co^T£ 

w^^-iu^l^ii^tL'SS,,!^!^ 
since  the  cave  was  made  anywav-very  wonderfT' 

off'7hVl!^''%^K"  "  *''"^*'  •'"*•"  *«  said,  and  I  took 
^he  hd  of  the  can  and  scooped  up  a  draught  a^d 

"The  sweetest  water  I  ever  tasted,  and  cold  as  ice 
It  w  as  good  as  the  water  at  La  Tour."  ^^ 

sin.ply.'anXt  the  srJ'  ^^  ^"  °^''"'=^'"  ^^  ^'^ 
cle?  wh7l''"  "^  "*"  *'^"'«  ^^"'J  *«"*  on  along  the 

of  watei^TfVon^"''  !?  ^".  *=*'"''  ^t  '^t  into  a  sound 
selv^  i^r  *'°°*'  *'>*^  gomg  cautiously,  found  our- 

ruXhourirat"ours.^'^^^-  ^^"^  '^  -- 
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Carette  crept  to  my  tide,  and  I  held  the  lantern  up 
and  out,  but  we  could  see  only  a  rough,  black-arched 
roof  and  ragged  rock  walli,  and  a  welter  of  black 
waves  which  broke  sullenly  against  the  shelving  path 
on  which  we  stood,  as  though  driven  in  there  against 
their  will. 

"This  is  the  water-cave  Uncle  George  spoke  of, 
but  I  don't  see  any  light." 

"Perhaps  it's  night  outside,"  said  Carette  in  a 
whisper.  "  Let  us  get  back,  Phil.  I  don't  like  this 
place.    The  waves  look  as  if  they  were  dead." 

So  we  went  back  the  way  we  had  come,  and  she 
pressed  still  closer  to  me  as  we  passed  the  little  hollow 
in  which  the  spring  churned  on,  noiseless,  and  cease- 
less, and  untiring,  and  seemed  to  look  up  at  us  with 
a  knowing  eye  as  our  lantern  set  the  yellow  gleams 
writhing  and  twisting  in  it.  We  watched  it  for  a 
time,  it  looked  so  like  breaking  into  sound  every 
next  moment.  But  no  sound  came,  and  we  picked 
up  our  can  and  went  on. 

"  I  do  wish  I  knew  if  it  is  to-day  or  to-morrow," 
said  Carette. 

"  Without  doubt  it  is  to-day." 

"  I  don't  believe  it,  Phil.  It's  either  to-morrow  or 
the  day  after,  or  the  day  after  that." 

"  But  that  milk  would  never  have  kept  sweet." 

"  It  would  keep  sweet  a  very  long  time  here.  The 
air  is  so  fresh  and  cool." 

"  WeU,  even  if  it's  to-morrow  it's  still  to-day,"  I 
argued. 

"  I  know.  But  what  I  want  to  know  is— how  long 
we've  been  in  here,  and  it  feels  to  me  like  days  and 
days." 

But  it  was  impossible  to  say  how  long  we  had  slept, 
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w?cor„oTdSer  °"^''-  •^•'*  -  '•"•  -"- 

put  the  Jantern  out.    And  'I      '   J,  1*7  T-Sn^J 

"Your  mother  was  ar.  a.igej  a  "J  .  ,t  an^  , 
i;^  tower.  PhU,-so  ..J  ,,,%;;  ■■i„^"f,^ 
made  me  long  for  a  mother  of  r,.,   ,^v .  - "  *' 

„  -X""  »1»'^  have  a  share  of  mine     •  ' 
I  ve  made  sure  of  my  share  al;      '.y     it  wade  th- 

„  But  you  know  why  I  went.  Carette." 
uont  go  again,  PhU.    It  is  verv  hard  on  fi,. 
women  to  have  their  men-folk  «,     A^i  iZ,  ! 

the  heartache  are  ours."  ^'  "**  ''^''  ""<* 

yoii  "  "*  '*  "  *°'  y*"*  *"  «°-*°  ^»  what  we  can  for 

"  th^^  .f    r*  ™y  "8ht  arm  round  her  neck  _ 
than  an  the  plunder  of  Herm."  ' 
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"  Then  I  will  never  leave  you  again,  my  sweet,"  and 
I  sealed  that  oledge  in  kisses.  "  But  how  we  are  to 
Uve " 

"  Aunt  Jeanne  will  tell  you.  and  I  will  tell  you  now. 
We  are  to  live  at  Beaumanoir.  She  says  she  is  getting 
too  old  for  the  farming,  and  must  have  help,  and 


so- 


"  So  you  have  arranged  it  all  among  you,  though 
for  all  you  knew  it  was  a  dead  man  you  were  planning 

for"  .   .    .^ 

"  It  kept  our  hearts  alive  to  plan  it,  and,  besides, 

we  knew  you  were  not  dead.    I  think  we  would  have 

felt  it  if  you  had  been." 

"  A  woman's  heart  is  the  most  wonderful  thing  in 
the  world  and  the  most  precious.  But  it  may  deceive 
itself.  It  believes  a  thing  is  because  it  wishes  it  to 
be  sometimes,  I  think,  and  it  won't  beUeve  a  thing 
because  it  wishes  it  not  to  be." 

"  Well,  that  is  as  it  should  b',  and  you  are  talking 
like  one  of  your  grandfather's  buoks,  Phil,"  she  said 
lightly,  not  guessing  what  was  in  my  mind.  For  it 
had  seemed  to  me  that  I  ought  to  tell  her  of  her 
brother's  death,  lest  it  should  come  upon  her  in  a 
heap  outside.  ^^ 

"  Your  father  and  brothers  now,"  I  asked.  "  Did 
you  look  to  see  them  back  ?  " 

"  Surely  !  Until  my  father  and  Martin  oame  alone 
telling  us  the  rest  were  gone.  It  was  sore  news 
indeed." 

"  Unless  they  saw  them  lying  dead  they  may  stiU 
live.  You  have  thought  them  dead.  But,  dear, 
Helier  was  with  me  in  the  prison  in  England.  He  came 
there  sorely  wounded,  and  I  helped  to  nurse  him 
back  to  life.     We  escaped  together  and  got  home 


'Did 
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together "  Her  hands  had  clasped  in  her  excite- 
ment, and  the  white  glimmer  of  her  face  was  hfted 
hopefully  to  mine,  and  I  hurried  on  to  crush  her  hope 
before  it  grew  of  size  to  die  hard. 

"  We  got  home  together  that  morning  they  carried 
you  off.  He  went  to  Aunt  Jeanne's  and  I  went 
home.  When  Krok  burst  in  with  the  news  about 
you,  I  hurried  across  to  Brecqhou.  On  the  shore  of 
the  bay  was  a  boat,  and  in  it  Helier  lay  dead  with 
a  bullet  through  his  head." 
"  Oh,  Phil  I  "  in  a  voice  of  anguish,  for  Helier  had 

been  her  favourite.  ..."  And  who ?  " 

"  Those  who  took  you  without  doubt." 

"  Ah,  the  wretches  !     I  wish "    And  I  was  of 

the  same  mind. 

"  I  could  do  nothing,  for  he  was  dead.  So  I  took 
his  boat  and  fo.'Iowed  you  to  Harm.  Those  who 
followed  me  to  Brecqhou  buried  him  there.  But  if 
he  had  not  come  I  could  not  have  got  to  Herm  before 
they  set  their  watch  boats.  So  he  helped,  you  see, 
though  he  did  not  know  it." 

"  My  poor  Helier  I  .  .  .  They  had  muffled  my 
head  m  a  cloak  so  that  I  could  neither  hear  nor  see. 

I  had  just  gone  outside " 

"Your  father  and  Martin  were  in  a  great  state 
about  you,  but  I  could  not  wait  to  explain.  Anything 
I  cculd  have  said  would  only  have  added  to  their 
anxiety,  and  that  was  not  as  great  as  my  own,  for  I  had 
my  own  fears  of  what  had  happened  and  they  knew 
nothing." 

"Yes,  yes.  You  could  have  done  no  other,"  and 
she  fell  silent  for  a  time,  refitting  her  thoughts  of 
Heher,  no  doubt. 

So  far,  the  most  striking  things  in  our  rock  parlour 
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had  been  the  silence  and  the  darkness,  but  before 
long  we  had  noise  and  to  spare. 

First,  a  low  harsh  growling  from  the  tunnel  by 
which  we  had  entered,  and  that  was  the  returning 
tide  churning  among  the  shingle  and  bovddeis  in  the 
rock  charaiels  outside.  Then  it  grew  into  a  roar 
which  rose  and  fell  as  the  long  western  waves  plunged 
into  the  Boutiques,  and  swelled  and  foamed  along 
its  echoing  sides,  and  then  sank  back  with  a  long 
weltering  sob,  and  rose  again  higher  than  before, 
and  knew  no  rest.  We  could  hear  it  all  so  clearly 
that  none  could  doubt  the  existence  of  passages 
between  the  two  c^ves. 

We  sat  and  listened  to  it,  and  ate  at  times,  but 
could  not  talk  much  for  the  uproar.  But  for  me  it 
was  enough  to  sit  with  Carette  inside  my  arm  and 
close  against  my  heart,  and  there  was  something  in 
that  long  swelling  roar  and  sighing  sob  which,  after 
a  while,  set  weights  on  the  eyelids  and  the  senses  and 
disposed  one  to  sleep.  For  a  time  we  counted  the 
coming  of  the  larger  wave,  and  then  the  countings 
grew  confused  and  we  fell  asleep. 

As  a  matter  of  fact  we  lost  all  count  of  time  in  that 
dark  place.  When  we  woke  we  ate  again  by  lantern 
light,  and  though  either  one  of  us  alone  must  have 
fallen  into  melancholy  as  black  as  the  place,  being 
together,  and  having  that  within  us  which  made  for 
glad  hearts,  we  were  very  well  content,  though  stiD 
hoping  soon  to  be  out  again  in  the  free  air  and  sun- 
shhie. 

My  arm  gave  me  little  pain.  Aimt  Jeanne's  simples 
had  taken  the  fire  out  of  the  wound,  and  kept  the 
muscles  of  an  even  temper.  And  whenever  the 
bandages  got  dry  and  stifi  Carette  soaked  them  in 
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ca™t!5?,°L^°f^!-^"«''''  '^y*"«  ^''^t  the  water- 
cave  held  hght  at  tunes,  we  visited  it  again,  and  yet 
again,  until  coming  down  the  sloping  path  one  time 
we  saw  the  narrow  roof  above  us  and  the  rough  walk 
on  either  side  tinged  with  a  faint  soft  light,  and  hasten- 
mg  down  hke  children  into  a  forbidden  room  we 
lound  ourselves  in  a  curious  place. 

The  tide  was  very  far  out,  and  the  black  cave,  in 
which  we  had  hitherto  seen  only  sulky  waves  tumbUne 
unhappjy,  had  become  a  wonder  equal  to  those  Krok 
used  to  open  to  us  in  the  Gouliots. 

We  could  now  go  quite  a  long  way  down  the  shelving 
side  of  the  rock,  and  the  water  that  lay  below  was 
no  longer  black  but  a  beautiful  Uving  green,  from 
the  hght  which  stole  up  through  it  by  means  of  an 
archway  at  the  farther  end.  The  arch  was  under 
wa  er.  but  the  hght  streamed  through  it,  soft  and 
meUow  and  glowing,  so  that  the  whole  place  seemed 
to  throb  with  gentle  hfe.    Outside  I  judged  it  was 

aS^rSw^  ''^  ""  ^'"""^  '""  ^"^  '""^  '-'' 

And  here  we  found  what  Krok  had  shown  us  in  the 

Gouhots  as   their   chiefest   beauties,-the  roof   and 

waUs  were  studded  with  anemones  of  every  size  and 

hlrij  ?!'!.'"*"  ^*^  °^6«''  ^°  completely  was 
he  rock  clothed  with  them  that  it  was  not  rock  we 

chrrinr.i"^''',f"?  '^'^*'  *°^  ''^"ks  of  the  lovely 
cUnging  thmgs,  aU  closed  up  within  themselves  till  the 

hthP^h"'^,    ''*"™'  ^^  '^^^S  like  poUshed  gems 
"1  the  ghostly  green  light. 

The  boulders  that  strewed 


i  sloping 


the 
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cave-floor  were  covered  with  them  also,  and  in  the 
glowing  green  water  they  were  aU  in  full  bloom  and 
waving  their  arms  merrily  to  and  fro  in  search  of  food. 
There  too,  a  leprous  thing  with  treacherous,  ghdmg 
arms  crawled  after  prey,  and  at  sight  of  it  Carette 
eripped  my  arm  and  murmured  "  Picuvre,'  as  though 
she  feared  it  might  hear  her.  She  had  always  a  very 
great  horror  of  \hose  creatures,  though  m  speakmg 
of  them  when  they  were  not  present  she  had  at  timw 
assumed  a  boldness  which  she  did  not  really  feel 
This,  however,  was  a  very  small  monster,  and  mdeed 
they  do  not  grow  to  any  very  great  size  with  us. 

This  softly  glowing  place  was  very  pleasant  to  us 
after  the  darkness  and  lantern  Ught  of  the  other  cave. 
We  sat  for  a  long  time,  till  the  glow  faded  somewhat 
and  the  water  began  whuffling  against  the  rock  walls, 
and  climbed  them  slowly  till  at  last  all  the  <»ve  was 
dark  again,  and  we  groped  back  along  the  cleft  to  our 
sleeping-place  with  the  sounds  of  great  waters  m  our 
ears  from  the  Boutiques. 

After  that  we  sought  the  sea-cave  each  tmie  we 
woke,  and  whenever  the  Ught  was  in  it  we  sat  there, 
and  ate  and  talked  of  all  we  had  done,  and  thought, 
and  feared,  and  hoped,  during  those  long  months 
when  we  were  apart.  And  once  and  agam  Carette 
fell  on  earUer  times  still,  and  we  were  boy  and  girl 
together  under  the  Autelets  and  Tintageu,  or  swimmmg 
in  Havre  Gosselin,  and  trembling  through  the  Gouho^ 
caves  behind  Krok's  tapping  stick.  And  we  talked 
of  Aunt  Jeanne's  party,  and  our  Riding  Day,  and 
Black  Boy,  and  Gray  Robin.  And  she  told  me  muci. 
of  the  Miss  Maugers,  and  their  school,  and  her  schoo^ 
feUows.  And  at  times  she  feU  sUent,  and  I  tow 
she  had  sudden  thought  of  her  brother  Heher.    Kut, 
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you  see,  she  had  so  Inn.  *k  . 
that  the  fact  tTat  he  ffi  aK/'  "T  *^  ^''^^' 
supposed  had  not  the  Swet  to  ^  "^''l*"  '^'  ^ad 
And  perhaps  the  fact  tZ  J.  *'"*^  ^''  «^"y- 
fng  to  part  „o  more  y^  not  JT  '"«''"'"•  «nd 
her  spirits.  '  *^  "°t  ^thout  its  effect  on 

-----es-r^rss'f-t^'r,^^ 

said^orVrde^^^/^^J' -'-J  a  stxange  man  ,  "  she 
P",n2se.    Now  I  have  gi^enlt  S^^'^  """"^  "  ^^  "o 

of  .e  whenTe"a7  h°;Se""°;r^«»-d 
madness  on  his  part  "  '  ^"^  *hat  truly  was 

^titlyttrpL"frl^°r^  ^*^,  .-.  ^or  we  were 
-te  and  slept,  L  tS  aTd  ^J  '*^  .P^^ge-  We 
the  mclination  came   and  mp  ^^'  ^"**  ''henever 

had  none.  But  S  JeanneT '^"^"*'  °f  time  we 
we  were  down  to  the  hi^^  '  P'!,  *as  finished  and 
^d  gache  we  had  left^^t""!*''"*  "*"«  "read 
Carette  said  we  h^)^  ^"^S  hard,  and  by  that 
and  we  looked  fT<^l'^'^  **  '^t  three  da^ 
moment,  except  whe^^'^  "Te?" '  '^"""^^  =»'  aj 
the  Boutiques  roaring  ^ndUS^   '"''  ^"""""^  and 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV 

HOW  L'  '  2  FOUGHT  DEATH  IN 
THE  DARK 

I  WOKE  from  a  very  sound  deep  with  a  start,  and  lay 
Jh  r  creeping  "i  the  back  and  half  asleep  stiU, 
wondering  what  I  had  heard.  „  ♦„  k„ 

Tt  was  dark,  with  a  blackness  of  darkness  to  be 
felt  ^  all  was  very  still,  which  meant  that  the 
tMe  ^out,  so  it  wai  probably  early  mommg.    But 

f  Lmed  to  me  that  a  sound  unusual  to  the  place 
iL^r^    in    my    ear,    and    I    lay    with    strammg 

'^"ir^as  not  such  a  sound,  it  seemed  to  me  as  Carette 
might  have  made  in  her  sleep  or  m  wakmng,  but 
somethine  altogether  foreign  and  discorcfent. 
mSr,  in  my  sudden  wakening,  I  had  made  sor.e 
^    T  ,^n  not  know    but  there  had  been  heavy 
See  Lt    tM<^i  thick  silence  and  darkne. 
rS^aware  of  another  presence  in  the  place  beside 
ir^Z-by  what  faculty  I  know  not  but  some- 
S^d  rne  that  we  were  not  alone.    Mv  v^J^ 
bristled    but  I  had  the  sense  to  he  still,  and  there 
t^  frJ^  a  great  agony  of  fear  lest  Carette  should 
Lve  and  draw  upon  herself  I  knew  not  what. 

Safety  seemed  to  lie  in  silence,  for  I  knew  that  other, 
whatever  it  was,  was  listening  as  I  was. 
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thT'stS     It  llf  .*"  ""^  .^"*  ^"^'^  '^^  '^^^  with 

day^^r^dSi^rthrstortr^a^/     ^^^^ 

on  Z*  ^.-^  *  movement  dose  to  me  where  I  kv 

And  then  my  breath  caujfht  aeain     Pnr  tK.  *■ 

For  one  moment  life  stood  still  with   ™-     =• 

me.  rJT  hm  and  Carette  came  with 

Il»  «l»el.  of  Jifc  b.j„  ,„  ,„  j„  ^  ^^^  ^^ 
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my  hand  felt  stealthily  along  the  ledge  at  my  aide, 
where  George  Hamon'a  pUtol  had  lain  ever  since 
he  gave  it  to  me. 

Thoughts  surged  in  my  brain  like  the  long  western 

waves  in  the  Boutiques,  all  in  a  wUd  confusion.    This 

man  had  spared  my  Ufe.    He  had  come  to  take  it. 

Carette  was  at  stake. 

I  knew  what  I  had  to  do— if  I  could  do  it. 

He  struck  again  with  the  steel,  and  as  he  bent 

to  blow  the  tinder  into  flame  his  eye  caught  the 

gleam  of  it  on  Aunt  Jeanne's  polUhed  mUk-can. 

I  know  not  what  he  thought  it.    Possibly  his  nerves 

were  overstrung  with  what  he  had  been  going  through. 

With  an  oath  he  dropped  the  tinder,  and  snatched  out 

a  pistol,  and  fired  in  the  direction  of  the  can.    And 

as  the  blaze  Ut  up  the  great  black  bulk  of  him  I  stood 

up  quickly  and  fired  also,— and,  before  God,  I  thmk 

I  was  justified,  for  it  was  his  life  or  ours. 

The  place  bellowed  with  the  shots,  and  the  air  was 
thick  with  smoke  and  the  sharp  smeU  of  powder. 
No  sound  came  from  the  floor,  and  I  stood  holding  the 
pistol  by  the  muzzle  to  strike  him  down  again  if  he 
should  rise.    But  he  did  not  move,  and  my  fears  were 
not  for  him. 
"  Carette  I  "  I  cried.    "  Carette  ! 
And  my  love  rose  suddenly  with  a  cry  and  leu 
sobbing  into  my  arms. 
"Oh,  Phil!  P^ai    What  is  it  ?    I  thought  you 

were  dead."  .   ,  .  ,      ,„      -.n 

••  Dieu  merci,  it  is  he  who  is  dead,  I  think.    We  wiU 

see,"  and  I  managed  a  light  with  my  flint  and  steel 

and  knelt  dovm  by  the  fallen  man. 
"  Who  is  it  ?  "  asked  Carette,  breathless  still. 
"  It  is  Monsieur  Torode." 
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.u«^°^'i£'  T^-  '^^  ^"t  *i'h  me  to  make 
•^Vi..»  V^  ^!''.'  ^""^  **"«  •"  here  ?  " 

I>Uce'^5ni''S^  rSTupp^  VJl"'  ^IT  'i^T 
hij^tjj^  to  .tHk^  .  STandS^oiSr^^ 

hm  across  to  my  bed  and  ^„ahi-  f  u  <J'^««ed 

found  it  at  iMt  in  fi.    1,  *?"«''' '°«"  h's  wound,  and 

with  i     He  h«^  ^u.*^  ^"*  ^"  °°^  «'dden 

Jess  to  do  us  ^!;  IT  ^"  *?  '''''^"'  "y  '»«»'«  help. 
do  what  I  coS^fI,''r''  ^.^''™''  ""y^"  «^dy  to 
wasnofdead  ^'  ""'*'  '^fortunatelyf  he 

of  UliWefeL^rnT/*  ^^-  *°'''  """^  ''"'^^hed  one 
cognac  ^A^:  ^"^  *'"^<*  »t  most  excellent  French 

cTTV'vaSS:':^  T\f^  -*-  ^  the  lid  oHhl 
h«cedtheliJjL^^-"^P-^^«eth^and 
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Torode  also,  and  it  ran  down  his  throat,  but  he  showed 
no  sign  of  appreciation,  and  I  doubted  the  fine  liquoi 
was  wasted. 

Then,  as  there  was  no  chance  of  sleep,  I  lit  my  pipe 
and  found  comfort  in  it,  and  regretted  that  Carettt 
had  no  similar  consolation  of  her  own,  though  I  dc 
not  take  to  women  smoking  as  I  have  seen  many  o\ 
them  do  abroad.  But  there  was  not  even  a  crust  tc 
eat,  so  we  sat  and  talked  in  whispers  of  the  verj 
strange  fate,  or  chance,  or  the  leading  of  God,  thai 
had  brought  Torode  to  us  in  this  remote  place  intc 
which  we  had  fled  to  escape  him. 

"  But,  Phil,  however  did  he  get  here  ?  "  askec 
Carette.  "For  Uncle  George  said  that  no  living 
man " 

"  It  was  that  made  me  think  him  a  ghost,"  I  said 
"until  I  heard  his  flint  and  steel,  which  no  ghosi 
needs." 

"  Did  he  come  in  the  way  we  did  ?  " 

"  He  was  standing  just  there  when  I  woke.  I'll  g( 
and  look,"  and  I  crept  away  down  the  narrow  waj 
till  I  found  myself  against  the  piled  stones  which 
blocked  it,  and  felt  certain  that  no  one  had  passec 
that  way  since  George  Hamon  went  out  and  closet 
the  door  behind  him.  I  heard  the  in-coming  tid( 
gurgling  in  the  channel  outside,  and  returned  to  Carett( 
much  puzzled. 

"  He  must  have  come  by  way  of  the  Boutiques,' 
I  said,  "  for  those  stones  have  not  been  moved." 

"  And  yet  Uncle  George  seemed  certain  that  no  onf 
besides  himself  knew  of  this  place.  '  No  living  man 
— that  is  what  he  said." 

"  He'll  be  the  more  surprised  when  he  comes,"  1 
said,  and  we  left  it  there. 
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myself  it  did  not  matter  n,!^.,  t  little  cognac.  For 
but  I  felt  keenly  frS^etteShr  ^  m''  "^  P'P«' 
that  she  was  hunm.  W^'  .^^^r"'''  "°t  ^^^n^it 
feu  asleep  leanfn^Sln^me  Tl  T  '. '"^™°°"  ^''^ 
I  should  waken  h'e r  ToZ  k~  a„1  re7f ''"^  '"* 
lay  against  my  ann  was  like Th;  f         ^     ^^"  ^'  " 

sweet  and  pJand  he'eSelf  ft 'S' '  "^*'  " 
It  was  I  awoke  her  after  all 

way  out  rfhTtu'nndt^r  ^'^"""^  "°*  "^^  our 
longer  we^o^dTal^"-^  ^  f  Pfd  ^'^-^  -"^^ 

me  all  of  a  heap  thatTf'  =.      %  u^J^^  ^^^  struck 

Hamon  or  mrSandfLir^  '^  Y  ^^^^'"^  George 

their  comin7when  1  shoJ'  '"'^'''  ^f"  '"  ^^^  f°- 

longandna^orcleftof  theLve-  '        '  '"""  *'^ 
Carrd!    Phil  Carr^  j  " 

staVtt^Icar^:^^  ^™'^  --•  -^  the 
parlour  ^^''""'  ^"^^  ^^  ^^t  off  for  the  rock 

aswedrtSar^^^-^tt-^T'"''^"'''  "^^   ^ 

St.  Magloire  is  this  >  "  ^ed  .1  /"^^  °^  ''^^  ^°^y 

>"•    He  had  ht  h^t.^1     u  '  ?  '°°"  ^^  Jie  saw 

his  lantern,  his  head  was  bound  round 
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with  a  bloody  doth  and  he  was  bending  over  the 

bed. 

"  We  had  a  visitor,"  I  said  jauntily,  for  the  sight 
of  him  was  very  cheering,  even  though  he  seemed 
all  on  his  beam-ends,  and  maybe  the  sight  of  a  basket 
he  had  dropped  on  the  ground  went  no  small  way 
towards  uplifting  my  spirits. 

"  Thousand  devils  !  "  he  said  furiously,— ard  I  had 
never  in  my  life  seen  him  so  before.—"  A  visitor  1— 
Here  I    But  it  is  not  possible " 

I  pointed  to  the  wounded  ir  n  "It  is  Monsieur 
Torode  from  Herm.  We  had  discussion,  and  he 
got  hurt." 

"Torode!"  he  said,  and  knelt  hastily,  and  held 
his  lantern  so  that  the  Ught  fell  full  on  the  dark  face, 
and  peered  into  it  intently,  while  we  stood  wondering. 

His  eyes  gleamed  Uke  venomous  pointed  tools. 
He  stared  long  and  hard.  Then  he  did  a  strange 
thing.  He  put  his  hand  under  Torode's  black  mous- 
tache and  folded  it  back  off  his  mouth,  and  drew 
back  himself  to  arm's  length,  and  stared  and  stared, 
and  we  knew  that  some  strange  matter  was  toward. 

And  then  of  a  sudden  he  sprang  back  with  a  cry,— 
a  great  strange  cry. 

"  My  God  1  My  God  !  it  is  he  himself  1— Rachel !  " 
and  he  reeled  sideways  against  the  wall. 

"  Who  ?  "  I  asked.  And  he  looked  very  strangely 
at  me,  and  said — 

"  Your  father,— Paul  Martel,"  and  I  deemed  him 
crazy. 

"  My  poor  Rachel !  "  he  groaned.  "  We  must  hide 
it.  She  must  not  know.  She  must  never  know. 
My  God  I    Why  did  I  blab  it  out  ?  " 

"  Uncle  George  I  "  I  said  soothingly,  and  laid  my 
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hand  on  his  shoulder,  for  I  made  sure  his  wound  had 
upset  iiis  Dram. 

fJ^'w"*!^^"'.^'^-  I  am  not  crazy.  Give  me 
tune.  Mon  Dieul  mon  Dieu ! "  and  he  sat  down 
heavily  with  his  head  in  his  hands. 

And  we,  not  underetanding  anything  of  the  matter, 
but  still  much  startled  at  the  strangeness  of  his  words 
and  beanng,  nevertheless  found  the  size  of  our  hunger 
at  sight  of  the  basket  he  had  brought,  and  feU  to 
on  Its  contents,  and  ate  ravenously. 


CHAPTER  XXXV 

HOW  WE  HEARD  STRANGE  NEWS 

"  Whatever  is  it  all.  Phil  ?  "  whispered  Carette  as 

"  There  has  evidently  been  fighting  outside,  and  he 
has  got  a  knock  on  the  head,  and  his  wits  are  astray." 
But  that  strange  thing  he  had  said  ran  in  my  head, 
and  made  such  play  there  that  I  began  to  be  troubled 
about  it. 

You  must  remember  I  had  never  heard  the  name 
of  Paul  Martel,  and  of  my  father  T  knew  nothing  save 
that  he  was  dead.  So  that  this  s'.range  word  of 
George  Hamon's  was  to  me  but  empty  vapouring 
brought  on  by  that  blow  on  the  head.  But  agp.mst 
that  there  was  the  tremendous  fact  which  had  so 
exercised  my  mind,  that  this  man  Torode  had  spared 
my  life  at  risk  of  his  own,  when  every  other  soul  that 
could  have  perilled  him  had  been  slaughtered  in  cold 

blood. 

If— the  awful  import  of  that  little  word !— if  there 
,vas— if  there  could  be,  any  sense  in  George  Hamon's 
words,  the  puzzle  of  Torode's  strange  treatment  of 
me  was  explained.  I  saw  that  clearly  enough,  but 
yet  the  whole  matter  held  no  sense  of  reality  to  me. 
It  was  all  as  obscure  and  shadowy  as  the  dim  cross- 
lights  in  which  we  sat,  and  ate  because  we  were 
starving. 
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Torode  lay  like  a  log,  breathing  slowly,  but  with 
no  other  sign  of  life.  George  Hamon  presently  knelt 
beside  him  again  and  gazed  long  into  his  face,  and 
then  examined  his  wound  carefully.  Then  he  stood 
up  and  signed  to  us  to  follow  him,  and  we  went  along 
the  cleft  to  the  water-cave,  and  sat  down  there  in  the 
dim  green  light  that  filtered  through  the  water. 

"  Mon  gars,"  he  said  very  gravely,  "  I  have  done 
you  a  wrong.  I  ought  to  have  kept  it  to  myself.  It 
was  the  suddenness  of  it  that  upset  me.  I  told  you 
no  living  man  besides  myself  knew  of  this  place,  and 
that  was  because  I  believed  this  man  dead— dead 
this  twenty  years.  He  was  partner  with  me  in  the 
free-trading  for  a  time,  until  we  fell  out " 

"You  said  just  now  that  he  was  my  father,"  I 
broke  in,  and  eyed  him  closely  to  see  if  his  wits  were 
still  astray.    "  What  did  you  mean  ?  " 

"  It  is  true,"  he  said  gloomily.  "  I  am  sony.  It 
slipped  out." 

"  But  he  is  Torode,  and  you  called  him  Martel,  and 
I  am  Phil  Carr^." 

"  All  that ;  but,  all  the  same,  it  is  true,  mon  gats. 
He  is  your  father,  Paul  Martel." 

•'  I  have  always  been  told  my  father  was  dead." 

"We  believed  so.  He  went  away  twenty  yeare 
ago,  and  never  came  back.  We  beUeved  him  dead— 
we  wished  him  dead.  He  was  better  dead  than 
alive." 

"  I  don't  understand,"  I  said  doggedly,  still  all  in 
a  maze.  "  You  call  him  Martel,  and  sav  he  is  my 
father,  but  I  am  Phil  Carr^." 

"Yes.  We  were  sick  of  Martel,  and  sick  of  his 
name.  We  did  not  wish  you  to  be  weighted  with 
it.  .  .  .  Now  see,  mon  gars,  I  was  in  the  wrong  to 
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slip  it  out,  but^wdl,  there  it  is— I  was  wrong.  But, 
since  it  is  done,  and  we  must  -eep  it  to  ourselves,  I 
will  tell  you  the  rest.  You  are  old  enough  to  know. 
And  Girette— eh  bien  I  it  is  you  yourself,  and  not 

your  laiher " 

"  Ma  U,  one  does  not  choose  one's  father,"  said 
Carette,  and  slipped  her  hand  through  my  arm,  and 
clung  tightly  to  it  through  all  the  telling. 

And  George  Hamon  told  us  briefly  that  which  I 
have  set  forth  in  the  beginning  of  my  story.  We  two 
talked  of  it  many  times  afterwards,  and  it  was  at 
such  odd  times  that  he  told  me  all  the  rest.  And  I 
think  it  like  enough  that  you,  who  have  read  it  all 
in  the  order  in  which  I  have  written  it,  may  long 
since  have  guessed  that  thing  which  had  puzzled 
me  so  much— Torode's  strange  sparing  of  my  life 
when  he  murdered  all  my  comrades.  But  to  me,  who 
had  never  known  anything  of  my  father,  and  had 
grown  to  know  myself  only  as  PhU  Carr^,  the  whole 
matter  was  amazing,  and  upsetting  beyond  my  power 
to  tell.  „ 

"  And  what  are  we  to  do  now.  Uncle  George  ?  I 
asked  dispiritedly,  for  the  sudden  tumbUng  into  one's 
life  of  a  father  whom  all  honest  men  must  hate  and 
loathe  darkened  all  my  sky  like  a  thunder-cloud  on 
a  summer  day. 

"  If  he  dies  we  will  bury  him  here  and  in  our  three 
hearts,  and  no  other  must  know.  It  would  only 
break  your  mother's  life  again  as  it  was  broken  once 
before." 

"  And  if  he  lives  ?  "  I  asked  gloomily,  and,  un- 
seemly though  it  might  be,  it  was  perhaps  hardly 
strange  that  I  could  not  bring  myself  to  wish  anything 
but  that  he  might  die. 
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whit  less 
"  I  do  not 
yet— you 
.  .  .  But 


"If  he  lives,"  said  Uncle  George,  no 
gloomily— and  stopped  in  the  slough.  . 
know.  .  .  .  HU  life  is  forfeit  ...  and 
cannot  give  him  up  ...  nor  can  I. 
perhaps  he  will  die  .  .  ."  he  said  hopefully 
"  And  I  shall  have  killed  him." 
"  Mon  Dieu,  yes  !— I  forgot.  ...  But  you  did  not 
know,  and  if  you  had  not  he  would  certainly  have 
killed  you  .  .  .  and  Carette  also,  without  doubt." 

"  All  the  same " 

'•  Yes,  I  know,"  he  nodded.  "  WeU,  we  must  wait 
and  see.  I  wonder  now  what  Philip  would  do"— 
meanir.:'  my  grandfather,  in  whose  wisdom  he  had 
miphcit  faith,  as  aU  had  who  knew  him  "  I'm 
mclined  to  think  he  would  give  him  up,  you 
know.  He  would  never  loose  him  on  the  world 
again.  .  .  .  However,  he  may  aie." 

"  Where  is  he— my  grandfather  ?  And  what  has 
been  doing  outside,  and  when  can  we  get  out  ?  " 

"  He  is  away  to  Peter  Port,  but  he  had  to  go  by 
way  of  Jersey,  and  by  night,  to  avoid  their  look-out 
boats.  He  has  got  there  all  right,  for  there  is  fighting 
on  Herm.  We  heard  the  sound  of  the  guns,  and 
the  Herm  men  are  getting  back  there  as  fast  as  thev 
can  go."  ' 

"  What  day  is  this  ?  " 
"  To-day  is  Thursday." 

"Thursday  I"  echoed  Carette.  "And  we  came 
m  here  on  Tuesday  I  Is  it  Thursday  of  this  week  or 
rhursday  of  next  week.  Uncle  George  ?  " 

"  This  week,"  he  said  with  surprise,  for  he  could 
not  possibly  understand  how  completely  we  had  lost 
count  of  time.  "  Torode  came  across  himself  with 
four  big  boat-loads  of  rascals,  with  carronades  in  their 
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boats,  too,  and  they  have  turted  the  Island  upside 
down  in  search  of  you.    He  thought,  you  see,  without 
doubt,  that  if  he  could  lay  hands  on  you  there  was 
no  one  else  could  swear  to  anything  but  hearsay. 
But  the  Peter  Port  men  will  take  your  grandfather's 
word  for  it,  as  they  would  take  no  one  else's.    And 
that  word  concerning  John  Ozanne  and  his  men  would 
set  them  in  a  flame  if  anything  could.    He  was  very 
loth  to  go,  but  he  saw  it  was  the  surest  way  of  ending 
the  matter.    So  he  slipped  away  with  Krok  in  the 
dark,  and  they  were  to  swim  out  to  a  boat  off  Les 
Laches  and  make  their  way  by  Jersey.    Now,  if  you 
have  eaten,  we  will  get  out  to  the  light." 
"  Dieu  merci !  "  said  Carette  heartfully. 
"  And  what  about  him  ?  "  I  asked,  nodding  towards 
the  wounded  man. 
"  He  must  wait.    Can  he  eat  ?  " 
"  I  have  dropped  brandy  down  his  throat  two  or 
three  times,  and  he  seems  to  swallow  it." 

"  We  will  give  him  some  more,  and  decide  after- 
wards.   Mon  Dieu  1    But  I  wish  Philip  was  here." 
"  Would  you  tell  him  ?  " 

"  Surely !  But  not  your  mother,  Phil,"  he  said 
anxiously,  and  I  knew  again  how  truly  he  loved  her. 
"  She  must  not  know.  She  must  never  know." 
"  What  about  Aunt  Jeanne  ?  "  I  asked. 
He  shook  his  head.  "The  fewer  that  know  the 
better."  So  we  dropped  some  more  brandy  and  water 
into  the  wounded  man's  mouth,  and  gathered  our  few 
belongings,  and  crept  down  the  tunnel  after  Uncle 
George.  . 

Oh,  the  blessedness  of  the  sweet  salt  sunht  an-,  as 
we  stood  in  the  water-worn  chasm  and  blinked  at 
the  light,  while  Uncle  George  carefully  closed  his  door. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI 

HOW  A  STORM  CAME  OUT  OF  THE  WEST 

"  Thank  God,  you  have  escaped  them  I  "  was  my 
mother's  grateful  greeting  as  we  came  into  Belfontaine. 
"  But  you  have  suffered  I    You  are  starving  ?  " 

"  Not  a  bit,  little  mother,"  chirped  Carette,  as 
they  kissed  very  warmly.  "  We  have  been  quite 
happy,  though,  ma  it,  it  was  as  dark  and  still  as  the 
tomb,  and  there  is  a  spring  in  there  that  is  enough  to 
frighten  one  into  a  fit.  And  George  Hamon  here  is 
trying  to  make  us  believe  this  is  only  Thursday,  and 
it  is  certain  we  have  been  in  there  at  least  a  week." 

"  It  is  only  Thursday,"  smiled  my  mother.  "  But 
the  tune  must  have  seemed  long  in  the  dark  and  all  by 
yourselves." 

"  Oh,  we  didn't  mind  being  by  ourselves,  not  a  bit, 
and  we  never  quarrelled  once.  But,  ma  ii,  yes,  it 
was  dark,  and  so  still.  I  could  hear  JPhil's  heart  beat 
when  I  couldn't  see  him." 

"  You  both  look  as  if  you  had  been  seeing  ghosts. 
Is  it  *.hat  your  arm  is  paining  you,  Phil,  men 
gais  ?  " 

"  Hardly  at  all.    Carette  saw  to  it." 

"BienI  You  are  bleached  for  lack  of  sunshine, 
then." 

"Mon  Dieu,  yes,"  said  Carette.    "I  felt  myself 
33S 
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getting  whiter  every  minute  and  «,-  —  . 
starving  when  Unde  G^g^  cTme  ■wT'!!  f^'^' 
days  without  food,  you  know  ^^k  ^  '"'*'  '^" 
it  is  only  Thun^v^""  -„h  '  ''°'?'*  y°"  '»"  ^V 
began  toVrMTS^iabl.  J  T^  "?*''"  '"''•='*  »"d 
only  Carette"  'ontlle      •  '"'  "*^  *''°*^''  ""  ''  *" 

ve'^i^^SrhSh-r ----'"--till 

iookS'u:ufit^f  or  tS^^ktSr:  ^"^  ^''- 

lay  peacefully  in  Z  Tu  **"  '°  "'*'««  "enn 

arain     "  Th,f'  v"  *°""^  °*  guns  came  to  us 

ba/rr^rC^rh^o^tf  r-    ^*^-- 
them-saidtn^GeigeToutfr"  '  '''  "  ''''  °' 

ingW^^srsl^h*^"  ^•'^^  ^  ''^^^  -»>-  .  Ht- 
Rachd."    **'*'  '"'  °'  ^«"-    !>-•*  you  wcy. 

ish^^ioKcLt'-.''^"'^^^-^-''-'^^    " 

truiy^'u  is"h;;dtd%!:?;"^;.  ::i2  *^"';;^<^"-  y- 

his  bandaife  in  cold  ^»  J  ^  j        ;    *"^  ^''^  ^'^eped 
head  ag^     aS  J    r/f    '"'^"^^  """"^  "?  ^-^ 

s^  '"lii-r-^s™  ■  »'^  -  s.  .r..^ 
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and  would  have  turned  them  out,  and  the  young  man 
and  George  fell  out " 

"  He  drew  a  pistol  on  me  and  gave  me  this,  and  I 
knocked  him  down,"  said  Uncle  George.  "  And 
then  the  men  dragged  him  away." 

"  It's  well  it  was  no  worse,"  said  my  mother.  "  I 
do  not  like  that  young  man  ;  "  and  little  she  knew  how 
small  cause  indeed  she  had  to  like  him. 

We  went  on  along  the  cUffs  to  Beaumanoir  to  show 
ourselves  to  Aunt  J.-anne,  and  ever  and  again  the 
sound  of  the  guns  came  to  us  on  the  wind,  and  more 
than  once  Uncle  George  stopped  with  his  face  turned 
that  way,  as  though  his  thought;  were  more  there  than 
here. 

"  Ah  v'lk  !  So  here  you  are,  my  little  ones.  I  hope 
you  had  a  pleasant  time  in  Jersey,"cried  Aunt  Jeanne, 
as  soon  as  she  caught  sight  of  us.  "  I  have  been 
risking  my  salvation  by  swearing  through  thick  and 
thin  that  you  went  to  Jersey  on  Tuesday.  But  that 
young  Torode  only  scoffed  at  me.  Bad  manners  to 
say  the  least  of  it,  after  eating  one's  gdche  and  drinking 
one's  cider,  and  nearly  dancing  holes  in  one's  floor. 
I  believe  you're  hungry,  you  two  ; "  and  she  made  for 
her  cupboards. 

"  No  truly,  auntie,"  said  Carette,  "  we  have  done 
nothing  but  eat  and  sleep  since  ever  Uncle  George 
shut  us  up  in  his  hole.  But,  mon  Dieu,  you  cannot 
imagine  how  dark  and  still  it  is  in  there.  Each  time 
we  slept  was  a  night,  and  each  time  we  woke  was  a 
day,  and  we  were  there  about  three  weeks." 

"  Ma  f6,  you  look  it,"  nodded  Aunt  Jeanne. 

"  And  the  father  and  Martin  ?  "  asked  Carette. 

"  So  so.  Give  them  time.  They  have  kept  asking 
for  you." 
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Aunt  Je^ne's.  as  sheVald'o  h  J-  "  '"  '^'^^  ^^  - 

wiU  muster  all  the  men  vonrlf'  ^l^^  "^™°"'  you 
;■  How  then  ?  "  hr^iSeWv  1  v"'  i'^™  '^^'^^•" 

"  I  think  what  you  are  Sn.        ?•  ^'^^^ '  " 

are  beaten  over  L^-^n^^";  Z'"C^-  ."^^^^^ 
Guernsey  men  are  bigger  fools  thL^h  '  ""'"''  ^""^ 
we  may  see  some  of  them  acro«  ^  ^^  "^^  *°  '^- 
stiU  worse  temper  If  Z,f  ,  ^^^^  ^^^^  and  in  a 
they'll  makeZ  France  and.'/  ""^  "*  *»>«  '^^t- 
a  bite  at  us  in  pasTin?'  Tll^  "  *°  °"'  ^'^^y'^l  *-ke 
before,  now  they'Km'e  to  mat  i?"'  *°  ^*°P  *'-^'« 
Cout?;ra?:LT  "  "^  '"''^^-   'l'"  -  Amice  Le 

shl  cdTei  rffer^II^'^  "Sd\^  ^^  -'  G«,rge.'. 
children  to  the  GoSs  if  thel,  hi  ?.'  """^^  ^"^^ 
-the  upper  chamber  above  fhe  blaTk  I  "V°™''"S 
be  just  hide-and-seek  thfetime  ■"       "^''-    ^'  ^°"'* 

shoufdTr'  ''" '  "  ^"'^'^  ^-'S«  called  back  over  his 

the  tide  was  at  floS"- °*'  "«"'"^*  ^^^  ^"t  of  them  if 
a.;£^rjS  ?^l\Sr  ^3^  --  -OSS  here 

they'UbesimXdeLs  r„H  v'-'"°^'*^  *''«'»  °«t 
ahead    How  fs  Vat^^Tf'you^-.!  ^  -"  *»  look 

The  other  one's  all  right.    I  ca.  do  my  share." 
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"  You'll  be  wanted  if  they  come.  I  doubt  if  we 
can  muster  more  than  thirty  men  at  most,  and  there 
may  be  more  than  that  left  of  them,  and  madmen  at 
"that." 

"  We  won't  let  them  land." 

"  You  can't  close  every  door  with  thirty  men,  mon 

gars-"  T. 

"  One  at  the  Coupte,  if  they  make  for  Gorey.    Three 

at  Dos  d'Ane.    Three  at   Havre  Gosselin.    Half  a 

dozen  at  the  Creux " 

"  Ta-ta  !    What  about  Eperquerie  and  Dixcart,  my 

boy  ?    Those  are  the  open  doors,  and  they  know  it 

just  as  well  as  you  do.    They're  not  going  to  climb 

one  by  one  when  they  can  come  all  in  a  heap.    Mon 

Dieu,  non  I  "  she  said,  shaking  her  head  ominously. 

"  If  they  come  there'll  be  rough  work,  and  the  readier 

we  are  for  it  the  better." 

Carette's  face  had  shadowed  at  this  gloomy  talk, 
when  she  had  been  hoping  that  our  troubles  were 
over.  And  I  could  find  little  to  reassure  her,  for  it 
seemed  to  me  more  than  likely  that  Aur.t  Jeanne's 
predictions  would  be  fulfilled. 

"  I'll  go  along  to  Moie  de  Mouton  and  keep  a  look- 
out," I  said. 

"  I  also,"  said  Caiette,  and  we  went  off  over  the 
knoll  together. 

We  sat  in  the  short  sweet  grass  of  the  headland, 
just  as  we  had  sat  many  a  time  when  we  were  boy 
and  girl,  when  Ufe  was  all  as  bright  as  the  inside  of 
an  ormer  shell  and  we  were  friends  with  all  the  world. 

The  sun  was  dropping  behind  Herm  into  a  dark 
bank  of  clouds  which  lay  all  along  the  western  sky. 
Behind  the  clouds  the  heavens  seemed  ablaze  with 
a  mighty  conflagration.    Long  level  shafts  of  glowing 
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Sercq  CMS  wer^dyed  red  t^^  ""k-  ^  ^''^  "^^ 
like  a  fiery  clot  of  blood  Ev^mhTnl  "''"  '°°'^^'' 
as  with  a  sense  of  expectatton  ^     "^  '""'  ^"^^  still. 

Tintageu,  and  the  PlattP  or„i  <-  n 
gleaming  Autelets,  and  £  g1.  T'"'"'  """^  ^^^ 
side  the  great  black  Gouhot  SS  'a'nd  m"  'I'  °*'^^' 
and  the  long  dark  side  of  BrUhou  Jl  1  "'^  ^^*"'^*' 
with  wide  anxious  eyes  to  Wn  w '"^'^ '^'^^^^S 
There  was  a  dull  growTof  <=  f  ^  "^^^^  ^"^  '^"'ning 
harsh  croakingsanrmi^/fr"""  below.  ^"<^  ^°- 
Port  £k  la  Junient     A^H      ^        *"  *^^  S"lls  down  in 

for  what  & come^o^t'  t^Z'  '"  ^^  ^  ^^-^ 
path  of  the  sun.  °^  ^^™  ^°"S  the  red 

Carette  shivered  inside  my  arm. 
„  h.°'<?'  clearest  ?  "  I  asked. 

afterTo-m^'S"  °''  '"*  ^  ^^^  '*  -«  the  day 

iir:;"Tts:r-,  zzi^^  "'^^  '^^^-^  ^  -- 

H^!^^SM.td"°'r"^-  It  is  that  black 
again  along  The  win^  "dI'"'  ^'^t  •^"""'^  "^  ««- 
come  here,  Phil  >'^  ^°  -'''"  t^^i^k  they  will 

And  Tmtageo,  uid  ih,  Uick  GinJiS 
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rocks,  and  all  the  straining  headlands  seemed  to  look 
at  us  for  a  moment,  and  then  turned  and  stared  out 
anxiously  at  Henn. 

And  then  I  jumped  up  quickly,  and  stood  for  a 
moment  staring  as  they  stared. 

"  Tiens  1— Yes— they  r  :e  coming  I  Allons,  ma 
ch^rie  I  "  and  we  set  off  at  a  nm  for  Beaumanoir  to 
give  the  alarm.  For,  out  of  the  shadow  of  Herm, 
half  a  dozen  black  objects  had  crept  and  were  making 
straight  for  Sercq,  and  I  understood  that  the  look-out 
boats,  and  the  boats  of  those  who  had  hurried  across 
from  Sercq,  had  been  left  on  the  shell  beach  because 
the  channel  was  probably  blocked,  and  that  the 
broken  remnants  of  Herm  had  fled  across  the  Island 
and  were  coming  down  to  take  a  bite  at  us,  as  Aunt 
Jeaime  had  predicted. 

A  dozen  of  the  neighbours,  who  had  gathered  about 
the  gate  of  Beaumanoir,  came  rurning  to  meet  us — 
the  two  Guilles  from  Dos  d'Ane  and  Clos  Bourel, 
Thomas  De  Carteret  from  La  Vauroque,  Thomas 
Godfray  of  Dixcart,  and  Henri  Le  Masurier  from 
Grand  Dixcart,  Elie  Guille  from  Le  Carrefour,  Jean 
Vaudin,  and  Pierre  Le  Feuvre,  and  Philippe  Guille 
from  La  Oenfitidre.  George  Hamon  and  Amice  Le 
Couteur,  the  Sto^chal,  from  La  Tour,  were  just  coming 
down  the  lane,  and  every  man  carried  such  arms 
as  he  could  muster. 

"  They're  coming ! "  I  shouted,  and  Amice  Le 
Couteur,  panting  with  his  haste  from  the  north,  took 
command  in  virtue  of  his  office,  since  Peter  Le  Pelley, 
the  Seigneur,  was  away  in  London. 

"  How  many,  Phil  Carr6  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  counted  six  boats,  but  they  were  too  far  off 
to  see  how  manv  in  them." 
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try  to  land  hereabout^ 'S  ^'^''f  ■  ^hey  wo^ 
not  hkely.  They  have  tasS  T^  ."y  ^"'^V'  but 
AU  the  same,  you,  Pfel   „    '^  *^*  CoupA;  already 

Then  stop  on  the  CouSe  and Lr"""   °^^^   b«'«- 
I  have  bidden  the  women  S,d"h,i     ""  ""^  across, 
here.    Thomas  Hamon  of  ?e  £  ^^°  *°  '^e  Gouliots 
The  rascals  are  most  likely  to  t^  «  coUecting  them. 
D«cart.     You,  Elie  GuiUe   L?y,'^^  Eperquerie  or 
the  upper  cave  above  the  hlfl     T  =^  ^^^^^V  into 
™°"th  and  let  no  onTin     But  r  7"^  \"'  ^"  ^"  the 
be  troubled.    We  shaS  beat  f.?      ^     "^  ^°"  ^'" 
fnen,k,  to  the  Head  ^a  watch  th?  °'^-    ^ow,  my 
n»an  do  his  duty  by  Sercc  thU      Tj  ^^  ^'^  ^^^ry 
™oved  off  in  a  b^y  to  S  deVf  *  '  "    ^''^  they 
f^  I  went  on  into  BeaumSof "  ^^  .^^"^  ^"«tte 
Jeanne,  I  to  find  a  wearon  th   u  r  ^  *°  J°™  ^unt 
finding  at  home.  ^"'  '^'"'"^^  ^  ^^  doubtful  of 

nsk.  If  there  is  any  "  "^  ^*°P  ^^^^e  and  take  the 

you  are  all  safe  out  of  L^f  if*  ^^''f'^^^  *°  ^now 
^hc-Jd  get  past  us  thev  ,^n  ^^  °^  *^"^«  r^-^^s 
only  idea  in  coming  i  tT^rv  o^''  "°u°"^-  ^heir 
are  beaten.  They  ^U  be  vp^  '""■^^  ^"^^'^  they 
Aunt   leannp   L      •  ,®  ^^^y  angry  men."  ^ 

packings  'of  oo'dtkt"  '^"  ^^P^^^^'^-  -- 
Ah,  b'en  I  "  L"      ^1^  immense  energy. 

those  basket" 'do4toTaut1  T  "'  ^  "  ^an,' 
''^  with  you  in  a  mtaute."  J"^"'  ^^^  two.    ru 
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"  Give  me  something  to  fight  with.  Aunt  Jeanne." 

"  There's  my  old  man's  cutlass,  and  there  are  his 
pistols,  but,  mon  Dieu,  they  haven't  been  loaded 
this  twenty  years,  and  moreover  there's  no  powder." 

I  strapped  the  cutlass  roimd  me  and  stuck  the 
pistols  in  the  belt. 

"  What  about  M.  Le  Marchant  and  Martin  ?  "  I 
asked. 

"  They  are  in  the  cellar.  No  one  will  find  them. 
The  Gouliots  was  too  far  for  them." 

Women  and  children  were  running  past  towards 
Saut  de  Juan,  the  women  anxious  for  their  men,  the 
children  racing  and  skipping  as  if  it  were  a  picnic. 
I  handed  over  my  basket  to  willing  hands,  at  the  head 
of  the  path  that  leads  down  by  the  side  of  the  gulf 
to  the  Gouliots,  and  gave  Carette  a  hearty  kiss  before 
them  all,  which  s<  i  some  of  the  women  smiUng  in  spite 
of  their  forebodings. 

"  Ah-ha  !  "  chuckled  one  old  crone.  "  Bind  the 
faggot  if  it's  only  for  the  fire." 

"  Faggot  without  band  is  not  complete,"  I  laughed. 
"  See  you  take  care  of  my  faggot,  MSre  Tanquerel, 
or  I'll  want  to  know  why ;  "  and  I  ran  on  along  the 
heights  to  fetch  my  mother  from  Belfontaine. 

As  I  came  down  the  slope  towards  Port  k  la  Jument 
I  met  her  and  Georg-  Hamon  hurrying  along,  and  her 
face  was  full  of  anxious  surprise  still,  while  Uncle 
George's  had  in  it  a  rare  tenderness  for  her  which  I  well 
understood. 

"  I  was  just  coming  for  you,  mother,"  I  said. 

"  It  is  good  to  be  so  well  looked  after,"  she  smiled 
through  her  fears.  "  If  only  we  knew  that  your 
grandfather  was  all  right " 

"  Philip  will  be  here  before  long,"  said  Uncle  George 


co;^  '''°''''  ''^''^  °''^  °^  T"E  WEST  34, 
tSfnre*'^;2':jJ;«,,^f  w^^^  way  theyVe 
on  some  of  the  Guern^  men     %  '^      ^"**  *'"  ''™« 

fully,  as  we  st^S'StheZTth'",^'^  ""*  -^*- 
c  ^n-t  spare  either  of  you  yet"?       *''"  ''°P"-    "  ^"We 

onT^fofnX'^Xr'^rmr^rrrr^  '''  -"* 
I  ran  across  to  the  mlnTt^dW  "'J'  ^'°'"8«  *"d 
the  Mole  de  Mouton  ^  '"  ^  '^"'^  <=>"«"?  on 
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CHAPTER  XXXVII 

HOW  WE  HELD  OUR  HOMES 

There  was  no  need  to  ask  how  the  boats  were  heading. 
All  eyes  were  fixed  anxiously  on  them  as  they  came 
straight  for  the  north  of  the  Island,  and  just  as  we 
came  up  Amice  Le  Couteur  gave  the  word  to  move  on 
to  Eperquerie. 

Stragglers  from  the  more  distant  houses  were 
coming  up  every  few  minutes.  He  left  one  to  send 
them  all  on  after  us,  and  we  straggled  ofi  past  Bel- 
fontaine  and  Tint-geu  and  the  Autelets  and  Saignie 
Bay,  and  so  into  the  road  to  the  Common,  and  took 
our  stand  on  the  high  ground  above  the  Boutiques, 
and  as  we  went  Thomas  Godfray  loaded  my  pistols 
for  me  from  his  own  flask. 

The  colours  had  long  since  faded  out  of  the  sky, 
and  the  bank  of  clouds  in  which  the  sun  had  set  was 
creeping  heavily  up  the  west.  Both  sky  and  sea 
were  gray  and  shadowy.  The  sea  was  flawed  with 
dark  blurrs  of  sudden  squalls,  and  the  waves  broke 
harsh  and  white  on  La  Grune  and  Bee  du  Nez. 

The  six  boats  came  on  with  steady  venom.  They 
kept  well  out  round  Bee  du  Nez,  and  we  ran  across 
the  broken  grotmd  to  meet  them  on  the  other  side 
of  the  Island,  and  lay  down  there  by  the  S^n^chal's 
orders. 
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.4^  rrK.t-?  X  ''^y  -"  -'^■•n« 

chances.  "?hS  ?f"^he^*£,r'  ""'  ^' '-»«  °- 
holding  ten  to  twdve  mentS  Z"  °^  '"«'  ««'• 
«^nade  in  the  bows     Th^S^      k  fJ^"«  *  ^"^ 
«wd  they  were  allaTevJi     \,     *""  ^^"^  «"  «<>  eight 
I  «t  ey^  on      '^  ■»  «^  «"«»  «:ow]i„g  a  set  as  S 

"  I'^'^wTthS  o'n^'Ltl'  i^r.  ^  ^-'-• 

•^dy  to  ii«.    Talce  adva^Corl*'^*'"  y*""  "^ 
no  man  expose  himself  un^Sal"""  "^''' '««'  '** 

«>»J^'ucn  tt^^  ?&.2"'\»^ow  of  order 
no  dog  so  ready  to  siud  a!  T^^  *''""•  ^here  is 
the  one  that  is  JunninTfrom  !T^!°^  *''^'  »«""  ^s 
"•ischief  came  up  to  i^  Thn  ^^^^      ^'"  '"**  ^or 

"ffiS'Sr  ^^  -  - -Po-^'  "'  """• 

ran  in  S  gS  a^'th^  ^  *-«^«'  »"<»  the  next 
the  wind  was  thi?k^.h  .     "  ""*'"  unshipped,  and 

The  landing'bettt'^h^  ^S'tsT  *'''"  '="™^'"-'- 
no  more  than  two  could  L^  ""'"^  °ne,  and 

had  to  wait  out^de  "'  "  '*  °°'*-    ^he  others 

«  you  land  it  is  at  ^S'pTS.'^J.^'^Sl'  Lf^'  ''''''  ' 
Those  who  vrer/ur,A-       1  ^^^  not  have  it." 
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Stofchal  fell  back  among  lu,  and  our  men  bega 
a  hot  fire  at  the  boat*  from  behind  their  rocki. 

1  ran  to  M.  Lb  Couteur,  as  I  had  no  weapons  bi 
a  cutlau  and  pistols,  and  these  were  only  for  do) 
work.  He  was  bleeditg  in  the  head  and  chest,  bi 
said  he  thought  the  woundt  were  not  serious. 

"  See  that  some  of  them  don't  slip  away  to  tl 
Creux  or  Dbccart,  while  we're  busy  with  the  othei 
here,  Carri,"  he  said,  as  I  tied  up  his  head  with  h 
own  kerrhief,  and  then  dragged  him  down  into 
little  hollow  where  no  shots  could  reach  him. 

There  was  much  cursing  and  shouting  down  belo> 
aiid  a  satisfactory  amount  of  groaning  also,  and  01 
men  fired  and  loaded  without  stopping  and  said  i 
word.  The  landing-place  and  the  rocks  above  we 
thick  with  smoke,  which  came  swirling  up  in  gre; 
coils,  so  tha'.  I  could  see  nothing,  though  I  could  hei 
enough  and  to  spare. 

I  scrambled  down  the  side  of  Pignon,  bendii 
among  the  rocks  lest  they  should  see  me,  and 
came  out  on  to  the  larger  rocks,  inside  which  lies  tl 
landing-place.  I  was  thus  in  the  rear  of  the  Her 
men,  with  the  open  sea  behind  me,  and  a  glance  to 
me  that  the  Sto^chal's  fears  were  justified.  Tl 
two  boats  that  had  pushed  in  were  alone  there,  ai 
I  heard  fbe  sound  ai  oars  working  lustily  down  tl 
coast. 

I  turned  and  tumbled  back  the  way  I  had  com 
scrambling  and  faUing,  cutting  and  bruising  myse 
on  the  ragged  rocks,  and  so  up  to  our  men. 

"  There  are  only  two  boats  there,"  I  shouted.  "  Tl 
rest  are  off  for  the  Creux." 

"  Good  lad  !  "  cried  George  Hai.ion.  "  Off  afti 
them,  Phil,  and  keep  them  in  sight.    Fire  your  pisti 
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C«w«  Belet.  """*"«  o"  Past  Los  Fontaines  and 
«<«e'nh?1Mr  SS'%"''  "  ^  -tood  in  the 

their  landing.  „  th.^Z  ^Z  *"  ""''  '='''«"  S 
not  tempting.  ^'^  "  »»'  ««y.  and  the  climb 

R«ra^f^„Tth^l?  ^;!!  --  '"to  thecreux 
but  I  thought  l^tVfoUow^thrJr  '^'°-  '"-' 

,^e  came  down  the^oast!  ttv  »!if.  '  *'°'''  *»^  » 
dropped  into  Creiu  Ro^  i,**  k  *''*  ^^^^n",  and 
there  found  Geow-  h!™^"**  *'^''*'  the  tunnel  and 
come  straight  Vthe":^f,^'h  -  food  company 

"  "  c'o^^'^F*^^  """  *'"  '  "  ""'"  ^""^^^  ''*'°'*« 

Wiilthey'th^.^.Voon?..*''^^'-  -'^''^^  there. 
handst^heVXteV'S'  ^^-'    ^''li  be  all 

andmakesure.%ovo ?,.  ^^^^''^^  ^"^  wait  there 
,?f  ^«  Carteret  S.d'Iea^*K7'  '''"'  ^*^  ^^^^^ 
they  have  gone  on,  then^oS^"*'  ""*"  y°»  ^^  sure 
^--dethetunn^iS-^o-ndgn^us^    Best 
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He  and  the  rest  went  on  up  the  hillside  to  1 
Laches,  and  we  four  set  to  work  hauling  and  pilii 
till  the  seaward  mouth  of  the  tunnel  leading  In 
the  road  to  the  shore  was  barred  against  any  possi 
entrance.  And  listening  anxiously  through  our  barri 
with  the  stillness  of  the  tunnel  behind  us,  we  presen 
heard  the  sound  of  the  toiling  oars  pass  slowly 
towards  Dixcart.  We  waited  till  they  died  aw 
and  then  climbed  the  hill  to  Les  Liches  and  sj 
across  by  the  old  ruins,  with  a  wide  berth  to 
great  Creux  at  the  head  of  Derrible  Bay,  and  do 
over  the  Hog's  Back  into  Dixcart  Valley,  where 
knew,  and  they  knew,  their  best  chances  lay.  Foi 
Dixcart  the  shore  shelves  gently,  and  the  valley  r 
wide  to  the  beach;  fifty  boats  could  land  there 
a  line,  and  their  crews  could  come  up  the  slop 
way  by  the  streamlet  ten  abreast.  It  would  be 
easy  place  to  defend  if  the  enemy  pushed  his  atti 
with  persistence,  and  every  man  we  had  would 
needed. 

We  tumbled  into  our  men  as  they  settled  their  p 
of  defence.  We  were  twenty-one  all  told.  Ten  v> 
to  go  along  the  Hog's  Back  clifE  towards  Poi 
Chateau,  where  they  would  overlook  the  point 
landing,  if  the  enemy  made  straight  for  the  val 
They  were  to  begin  firing  the  moment  the  be 
touched  shore,  and  then  to  draw  back  into  the  val 
The  other  ten  were  to  lie  in  the  bracken  on  the  si 
of  the  opposite  hill,  just  where  it  gives  on  to  the  I 
and  to  pour  in  their  fire  before  the  enemy  had 
cr-;ered  from  his  first  dose.  Then,  if  he  came 
the  two  bands  would  meet  him  with  volleys  from  b 
hillsides  as  he  came  into  the  valley,  and  again  retii 
along  the  hillsides,  would  continue  to  harass  liim 


HOW  WE  HHI.D  0«  „o„« 

-ne  along  H^  "bL'^^"  f  °  ^^^  hi«,self  and  the 
°ne  ann  in  fujj  workW  o^i  \^*^  '?°  ^.  and  only 

"Ef  any  change  Srd"?^  h"ffe  "^  "^^^"^  ^ 

Ihere  was  no  sound  nf   f^  •        *°*'' Party, 
^e  Pu.  round   De^  Poi^  e^^^ ^  ^el,   but 

^t^  So  .e  stole  saently  .o4ro^J--^?J 

:iJe^r£d^:^^-^-^^s,„a„y.hutonthi3 
«de  the  white  waves  w^uM  t''^""''^''-  On  the  oth^ 
"P  the  black  cliffs,Tut  iSe  in  V°"""^  ^"^^  gnashing 

tt« '*g  of  the  ^"■™  ™r  """y  b>l»5 

thm.  (.11     ""'  "°*  «"'e«.  "d  ■»,  vdl.,  c^bt 

They  roared  curepc    ,-j  u 
"^  as  each  man  found  Wslj!!^  '""??»«  ^ack  at 
took  us  under  cover  /„  '"\^"*^'et-    But  a  step  back 
fifty  feet  high  SIhh   ^''^^'^^  *="«  t^o  hundred  and 

^-  ^'^en..  fdSnJIhri'of^'^o"'^^^'^'^""^^^^ 
'3  ^^  **'  the  opposite  hiU  our 
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other  volley  crashed  into  the  marks  their  own  fire 
offered. 

"  Again !  "  said  Uncle  George,  as  soon  as  our  men 
were  ready,  and  our  ten  guns  spoke  once  more. 

They  were  sadly  discomfited,  and  furiously  angry 
down  below  there.  But  those  who  were  not  wounded 
had  tumbled  ashore,  and  they  replied  to  our  second 
volley  with  a  more  concerted  fire.  And  in  the  flash 
of  their  guns  I,  craning  over  the  scarp  of  the  hill, 
saw  clearly  but  three  boats. 

"  Only  three  boats,"  I  whispered  in  George  Hamon's 
ear.  "  I'm  off  to  look  for  the  other,"  and  before  h« 
could  stop  me  I  was  gone.  For  he  needed  all  his  men 
and  I  believed  I  could  manage  alone. 

Back  across  Hog's  Back,  past  the  old  mill,  through 
the  fields  by  La  Forge,  and  along  the  hill-path  bj 
Les  Laches,  and  down  the  hill,  slipping  and  stumbUng 
and  into  the  Creux  tunnel  with  only  one  fear— that  1 
might  arrive  too  late. 

And  I  was  only  just  in  time.  As  I  ran  in  I  hearc 
them  on  the  seaward  side  hauling  at  the  timbers  o 
our  barricade ;  and  with  my  chest  going  Uke  a  pump 
and  my  hands  all  shaking  with  excitement,  I  drev 
Peter  Le  Marchant's  cutlass  and  sent  it  lancing  througl 
the  openings  wherever  a  body  seemed  to  be. 

Sudden  oaths  broke  out,  and  the  work  stopped,  i 
pulled  out  one  of  my  pistols,  shoved  the  muzzle  througl 
a  hole  and  pulled  the  trigger,  and  still  had  wit  enougl 
to  wonder  what  would  happen  if  it  burst,  as  Aun 
Jeanne  had  hinted. 

It  did  not  burst,  however,  and  the  discharge  pro 
voked  a  further  outburst  of  curses.  I  drew  the  other 
and  fired  it  likewise,  and  stood  ready  with  my  cutlas: 
for  the  next  assault.    But  they  had  hoped  to  breal 


own  fire 

i  our  men 
re. 

isly  angry 
t  wounded 
lur  second 
:  the  flash 
f  the  hiU, 

e  Hamon's 

before  he 

U  his  men, 

11,  through 
11-path  by 
stumbling, 
ar— that  I 

in  I  heard 
timbers  of 
:e  a  pump, 
it,  I  drew 
ng  through 

topped.  I 
zle  through 
wit  enough 
t,  as  Aunt 

;harge  pro- 
r  the  other, 
my  cutlass 
d  to  break 


5'    'i 


HOW  WE  HELD  OUR  HOMES        355 

through  unperceived.  and  possibly  the  violence  of  my 
attack  m«led  them  into  a  belief  in  numbers.  vS 
drew  off  along  the  shingle,  and  I  leaned  back  agS 
the  side  of  the  tunnel  and  panted  for  my  life 
w.;.  !f"*  a  discussion  going  on,  and  presently  they 
were  at  work  at  something,  but  I  could  not  make  out 

I  took  advantage  of  the  luU  to  strengthen  my 
defences  wuh  some  boats'  masts  and  any  odd  timhT™ 
I  could  find  and  lift,  tiU  I  thought  it  i^possibl^S 
any  man  shomd  get  through. 

But  I  was  wrong.  There  came  a  sudden  roar  ouN 
side,  and  a  shot  of  size  came  crashing  througi  mv 
bamcade,  sendmg  pieces  of  it  flying  wildly  They 
had  a  carronade   and  had  had  to  shift  the  boat  to 

InL?^  r       !  f  "'^''^  *°  «**  *^  "'^"th  of  the  tunnel 
mto  the  line  of  fire. 

r,^^°/  ^"^  *°  ^^'-    ***"  I  '=°'^d  fight,   but 
carronades  were  beyond  me. 

Still,  even  when  they  had  knocked  my  barrier  to 

pi^es,  the  men  must  come  at  last.    The  great  iron 

shot  could  not  reach  me  round  the  corner,  though 

flying  timbers  and  sphnters  might.    They  would  fire 

ag«n  and  agam  tiU  the  way  was  clear,  and  then  they 

would  come  m  a  heap,  and  I  must  do  my  best  wi^ 

my  cutlass.    And  it  was  not  unhkely  that  the  somid  of 

the  heavy  guns  might  catch  the  ears  of  others  and 

th?i!  7  -^'^P-  /°  ^  ^'^^  ^"^^  °"t  °f  the  tunnel  on 
the  land  side  and  waited. 

A  stumble  over  a  piece  of  timber  set  me  to  the 
hurried  bmlding  of  a  fresh  barricade  at  this  end 
oute.de  the  mouth  of  the  tunnel.  If  it  only  sto/^' 
them  for  mmutes,  the  minutes  might  be  enough  U 
would  m  any  case  hamper  them,  and  I  did  not  Slieve 
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tbey  could  train  their  gnns  opon  it.  So  I  groped  in 
the  daric,  end  dragged,  and  piled,  and  found  myielf 
using  the  wounded  aim  without  feeling  any  pain,  but 
also  without  much  strength,  till  I  had  a  not-to-be- 
despised  fence  which  would  at  least  give  me  chance 
of  a  few  blows  before  it  could  be  rushed. 

Five  times  they  fired,  and  the  inside  of  the  tunnel 
crashed  with  the  fragments  of  the  outer  barricade, 
and  then  it  was  evidently  all  down. 

There  was  a  brief  lull  while  they  gathered  for  the 
rush.  Then  thev  came  all  together  fuU  into  my  kter 
defence. 

I  stabbed  through  it  and  hacked  at  one  who  tried 
to  dimb.  But  they  were  many  and  I  was  one.  The 
barrier  began  to  sag  and  give  under  their  pressure. 
I  stabbed  wildly  through  and  through,  and  got  groans 
for  payment.  And  then  of  a  sudden  I  was  av  e  of 
another  fighting  by  my  side.  He  had  come  unper- 
ceived  by  me,  and  he  spoke  no  word,  but  thrust  and 
smote  wherever  opportunity  offered,  and  his  coming 
gave  me  new  strength. 

And  then,  with  a  shout,  others  came  pouring  down 
the  Creux  Road,  and  I  knew  that  all  was  well,  and  I 
fell  spent  in  the  roadway. 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII 

HOW  WE  RAN  AGAINST  THE  LAW 
FOR  THE  SAKE  OF  A  W0m5S 

T^L^iri  '".*^*'y  *"  ***«  "°«<=«  of  thing, 
ana  Z«r^  .*^  '•"^  '^  bumiM  brwhtlv 

staL^to  me      '^  '~'"'''  ^'^  «"«  ««>«*  we« 
atlt^^T  ^*  *°  "y  ""'*>'•  ««<1  I  took  a  puU 

"  SjihJi'"'*  ^y  '  "  «"«>  he  nodded  qmckly. 
And  these  ve  Guernsey  men  ?  "  H^ooy. 

You  were  jMo  to,.    I™,b<K„S. 
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"  Just  in  time  U  aU  right,  but  in  fact  it  woulr*  t 
have  done  to  be  much  later." 

"Can  you  tell  me  anything  of  my  grandfather. 
Philip  Carr«  ? " 

"  Oh.  you're  young  Phil  Carr«.  who  ttarted  all  thi« 
business,  are  you  ?  " 

"  I'm  Phil  Carr«.    What  about  my  grandfather  ?  " 

"  We  had  some  warm  work  over  there,  and  he  got 
a  shot  through  the  leg.  Not  serious,  I  think.  But 
we  got  the  schooner  and  a  lot  of  the  rascals,  and  when 
we  found  the  rest  had  come  this  way  we  came  after 
them.  But  Torode  himself  got  away.  Maybe  we'll 
find  him  here  somewhere." 

I  had  not  given  the  man  in  George  Hamon's  cave  a 
thought  for  hours  past,  but  this  sudden  reminder 
brought  my  mind  round  to  him,  and  me  to  my  feet, 
with  a  jerk. 

He  was  my  father— I  could  not  doubt  it.  though 
belief  was  horrible.  He  was  a  scoundrel  beyond 
most.  He  lay  there  stricken  by  my  hand.  His  life 
was  sought  by  the  law,  and  would  certainly  be 
forfeited  if  he  was  found.  I  must  find  George  Hamon 
at  once. 

"  Are  they  fighting  still  at  Dixcart  ?  "  I  asked  the 
Guernsey  man. 

"  There  was  firing  over  yonder  as  we  came  along," 
he  said,  pointing  to  the  south-west.  "  But  it  is  finished 
now." 

"That  was  their  chief  attack.  The  S^n^chal  was 
shot  at  Eperquerie.  George  Hamon  is  in  charge  at 
Dixcart.    We  had  better  see  how  they  have  fared." 

"  Allons !    I  know  Hamon." 

He  left  four  of  his  comrades  to  guard  the  prisoners, 
and  the  rest  of  us  set  off  by  the  way  I  had  already 
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ffinlTSix'S^  '^'*'  ^  ^  '>°-  --  Ho,'. 

you  safe  and  sound.    Y^uVe  Lj  on  "  ^if^*"*" 
everyouleft.    Who are-!l    vS_Kr7  Tfj""'? 

black  rvils"^'^,X.^',*=!^''  --  ''"^  S^ 
at  you  as  they^'12"*^e1aSTdr^Vot;JSr 

lerstu;i^,-n-:,--d£;£e 

5e-rnd^£^^"-^°--^-"-'-^^ 
I  l.^uf  .?y"'  P'^"'     We're  weU   through  with   it 

„  "*fy  of  <"!«  hurt  ?  ••  I  asked. 

kiUed  *^^r*  "'"''  °"*  *'*°^'''  •»>*  there's  no  one 

,, ,  •    ^^^  s  yo"  grandfather  ?  " 
^^Wounded  on  Herm,  but  not  seriously.  M.  Tourtel 

aske^Tourtef'""   ''  '"'"^^   '»^"'    Hamon  ?  " 

W  if C^r„r"°"^- J  --*  foand  see  after 
.uerie.    Cet   anythinfU^tn"?  STur^p^S:; 
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Tourtel.  Krok,  you  come  along  with  tu ; "  and  wc 
•et  off  over  the  hiU  past  La  JaspeUerie  to  get  to  La 
Vauroque. 

"  Phil,  my  son,"  he  said  in  my  ear,  "  your  work  ii 
cut  out  for  you  this  night.    Are  you  good  for  it  ?  " 
"  Yes." 

"  For  her  sake,  and  your  grandfather's  and  your 
own,  we  must  get  him  away  at  once— now.  To- 
morrow will  be  too  late.  We  don't  want  him  swinging 
in  chains  at  Peter  Port  and  all  the  old  story  raked 
up.  I  wish  to  God  you  had  kiUed  him  I— Mon  Dieu  I 
I  forgot— you're  you  and  he's  your  father.  All  the 
same,  it  would  have  saved  much  trouble." 
"  What's  to  be  done  with  him  ?  " 
"  He  may  be  dead— Mon  Dieu  I  I  keep  forgetting. 

If  he's  alive  you  will  take  him  away  in  my  boat ' 

"  Where  to  ?  "                                   ' 
"  You  want  him  to  live  ?  " 
"  I  don't  want  to  have  killed  him." 
"  Then  you  must  get  him  to  a  doctor.    You  can't 
go  to  Guernsey,  so  that  means  Jersey And  after- 
wards—I don't  know— you'll  have    o  see  what  is 
best.    Wait  a  moment,"— as  we  came  to  his  house  at 
La  Vauroque.    "  You'll  need  money,  and  take  what 
you  can  find  to  eat.    I've  got  a  bottle  or  two  of  wine 
somewhere.    Before   daylight  you   must   be  out  of 
sight  of  Sercq." 
"  Where  will  you  say  I've  gone  ?  " 
"  Bidemme  I    I   don't   know.  .  .  .  You  can  trust 
old  Krok  ?  " 
"  Absolutely." 

"  Then,  as  soon  as  you  have  had  the  other  patched 
up  and  settled  somewhere  in  safety,  you'd  better  leave 
him  in  Krok's  care  and  get  back  here.    And  the  sooner 


How  soon  can  we  nt  int^Vt 
"  Nom-de-Diw  ^i ,         v  '  '*"" '  " 
two  o'clock  with  a  weV.hirt     T?"'    ''°°«= '"About 
tte  water  up,  and  the  LV  1]  2'"  "^^  ^  P"' 

^  handXTa™^^^^^^  ""  ^"  *^' 

all  the  eatable,  he  SdlnTa^d  f ''^f  ^**' »  ""^et 
«?d  Kt  a  lantern,  and  wfL  „«  ^  ^*^'"  °^  '^°«. 

to  drag  astern.  *     "**'  *"'^  tied  th<!  smaUer 

The  west  wind  was  «tiii  m     • 
«l|u:kened  somewh^Ut^he  T"^  '^f^'  *'"*  "  had 
when  we  tried   to  br^it  tt^  r '  '^'  "*'«•    B»t 
that  heavy   boat,   ^^^l^'  .^"^o*  Pa»age  with 
times  we  nosed  inch  by  S  ;„!  ™P°»'W«-    Three 
waters,  which  leaped  «rspaTL?l?l^^  ^^^ 
fierce  white  fangs    MdH./^l^'*  •"*  a*  »«  with 
away  down  pas?S;ift,*^*«  t«>es  we  were  swept 
oan  like  broken  meT  ™'^'  '^°°P^»  °ver  oS 

Guyabblel  This  is  no  „„~i .  .. 
peorge,  as  we  came  w"ir«n/K^,'  .«^P*''  Uncle 
"  We  must  go  rord  ••  ^^^«  ^"^^  '^^  ^^ird  time. 
hoMted  a  bit  of  our  iu^  ,„h  ^""^  '"  ^''^  °ars,  and 
Dents,  whose  blac^  hL  """  ^^"^^^  ""t  pas  Les 
to  make  a  long  Tack  Sd  T'  't''''  °'  ^^^e  L^ 
wi"dfuUono.^Squa?er  J.''^^"-    ^hen.  ^h^e 


astray.    Dropping' t^. 


sail,  and 


leaving  Krok 


very 
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charge,  Uncle  George  and  I  pulled  in  the  small  boa 
to  the  channel  into  which  his  cave  opened.  It  was  stil 
awash,  but  we  could  not  wait.  We  dragged  the  boa 
up  onto  the  shingle  just  showing  at  the  head  of  th 
chasm,  then  wading  out  up  to  our  shoulders  to  th 
leaning  slab,  we  pulled  down  the  rock  screen  am 
crawled  into  the  tunnel. 

The  wounded  man  lay  just  as  we  had  left  him 
breathing  slowly  and  regularly,  but  showing  no  othe 
sign  of  hfe.  We  dropped  a  little  cognac  into  him 
and  took  him  by  the  shoulders  and  feet  and  carriei 
him  into  the  tunnel.  How  we  got  him  through 
cannot  tell — inch  by  inch,  shoving  and  hauling,  til 
the  sweat  poured  down  us  in  that  narrow  place. 

But  we  got  him  to  the  opening  at  last,  and  hauled  th 
boat  down  and  hoisted  him  in,  soaked  to  the  skin  eacl 
one  of  us.  Uncle  George  carefully  closed  his  door,  an( 
we  pulled  out  to  Krok,  waiting  in  the  lugger. 

"  Mon  Dieu  !  I  have  had  enough  of  him,"  sai( 
Uncle  George,  worn  out,  I  suppose,  with  aU  the  night' 
doings.  "  If  he  dies,  I  shall  not  care  much.  He  i 
better  dead." 

We  laid  him  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat  and  covere< 
him  with  the  mizzen  sail. 

"  Keep  well  out  round  Bee  du  Nez,"  said  UncL 
George,  "  and  run  so  for  half  an  hour.  Then  rui 
due  east  for  two  hours,  and  then  make  for  Jersey 
God  keep  you,  my  boy  !  It's  a  bitter  duty,  but  you'n 
doing  the  right  thing." 

He  wrung  my  hand,  and  pushed  off  and  disappearec 
in  the  darkness,  and  we  ran  up  the  lug  anr!  weni 
thrashing  out  into  Great  Russel. 

We  turned  and  ran  before  the  west  wind  straight 
for  the  French  coast,  till  the  sun  rose  and  the  cliffs 
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of  the  sea.    Then  >-!  ^^.m  .     i     "^"^'^  nsen  out 
made  for  Jersey  "  '**  *^^^  south-west  and 

ontrTas^se'gerSatrinT  ^."^'^  '^^  '^^^^^ 
was  unknown^  o2Lt7"'S,'""f*y-  '^°'°^^ 
a  whole  world  of  enqu^  °nTw  °^  "''  ^*  ^^ere  was 
down  on  the  unrnn!^^  .  ^^''^  ^  '^^  ^^^  looking 
ponderingit  catchineith'  '.?  ''^'ow-studying  it^ 
of  the  past  L't       ^'  ^  *''°"Sht,  at  times  half  glimpses 

evenTs'fofl  shTuld  need"  'l"^?'  '""^  ^"*'>-  ^'  ^ 
mind  had  beef  ^'iTlX  thtnlT  '^''"-  ^^^ 
the  ways  in  front    3  T  ^''^  '^**'  ^"'J  tO'ing 

w^noLfe"riCf:rl£rSlifr  '"^  ^''^^  J^^' 

coa^tf  Thl  S™  o'lis  t"'™t  '"°^  '"  ^"  *hose 
was  bound  to  g^t  there  befo^'T'  "^^  "P^°°«"g 
headed  busybodrLght  stSmw!  '""^^  ^""^  '""g" 
undo  us.    Mv  mind  h!/i  »r  .  °"  *""■  ^^'^^^t  and 

place,  and  rLS  Jo  .^'V^u'"^  "  """^^  ^""^^^ 
Ecr^hou  rickT^whict"  I  h  J™'  'l'^  "s'^*^'^  °"  '^^ 
grandfather  and  Krot  and  h^n'""*'''  r^"  "^'^  "V 
^  "  Do  you  know  wlo  tS  is  k"!"  TT. 
he  raised  his  puzzled  face  InH  ^  aI  }  '^^^'^-  ^""^ 
on  mine.  '^"'^'^^  ^«^  ^^ed  his  deep-set  eyes 

He  shook  his  head,  and  sat  n,4+»,  t,-    i.-    •    .  - 
and  his  elbows  on  hUvfl  '"'''""" '^'^  ^^d* 

face  below,  a^d  Isat  waS,    '  !"'"^  •^°^"  ^*°  *h« 
spare  from  my  steerLg         "^         "''*  """^  ^  '=°''" 

as^clf c!::;it"d1oS^^^^^^^^^^  exactly 

f-o«  the  unconscious  ma^rorSthrSSk 
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his  own  head  to  study  the  result.  Then  I  saw  a  wav 
of  hot  blood  rush  into  his  face  and  neck,  and  when  i 
went  it  left  his  face  gray.  He  looked  at  me  with  eye 
full  of  wonder  and  pain,  and  then  nodded  his  bi| 
head  heavily. 

"  Who,  then  ? "  and  he  looked  round  in  duml 
impatience  for  something  to  write  with,  and  quiverei 
with  excitement.  But  the  ballast  was  bars  of  iroi 
rescued  from  the  sea,  and  there  was  nothing  tha 
would  serve. 

Then  of  a  sudden  he  whipped  out  his  knife,  anc 
with  the  point  of  it  jerkily  traced  on  the  thwart  when 
I  sat,  the  word  "  FATHER,"  and  pointed  his  knifi 
at  me. 

"  Yes,"  I  nodded.  "  It  is  my  father  come  back 
when  we  all  thought  him  dead.  He  comes  in  dis,<^ace 
and  his  life  woidd  be  forfeited  if  they  found  him,  sc 
you  and  I  are  going  to  hide  him  for  a  time — till  h< 
is  himself,  and  can  go  away  again." 

Krok  nodded,  and  he  was  probably  thinking  of  my 
mother,  for  his  fist  clenched  and  he  shook  it  bitterlj 
at  the  unconscious  man. 

Then  he  knelt  again,  and  looked  at  his  wound,  and 
shook  his  head. 

"  It  was  I  shot  him,  not  knowing  who  he  was.  And 
so  I  must  save  his  life,  or  have  his  blood  on  my  hands." 

From  Krok's  grim  face  I  judged  that  the  latter 
would  have  been  most  to  his  mind. 

"  I  thought  of  trying  the  Ecr^hous.  We  could 
build  a  shelter  with  some  of  the  old  stones,  and  he  will 
be  safer  there  than  in  Jersey.  But  I  must  get  a 
doctor  to  him,  or  he'll  slip  through  our  hands." 

Krok  pondered  all  this,  and  then,  pointing  ahead  to 
the  bristle  of  rocks  in  front  and  to  himself,  and  then 
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wards  the  Ecraon*     tk=  „=  'ously  m  to- 

rocks,  so  J:sr Jtr  bXt:r  tt^*'- 

dropped  our  sail  and  felt  our  way  m  whh  th  ' 

and  so  came  slowly  past  the  Nip'l^to  t^  .slet  U- 

once  a  chapel  stood.  '  ^''^'^^ 

It  was  as  lonely  and  likely  a  shelter  for  =.  cj,- 

Jit'hii'r;.""  '■°"'  ■"•" »"« 'p»--<i's 

death,— and  the  sea  anH  tt,!      •     ^  •  *"  rushing 

rocks  stick."  gurth'i^^^^^^^^      t'  •  ^'^  *•»«  ^t-^ 
broken  world'    And  above  it  th:  t'TT'  °'  * 

waSeft  ofT"'*^  "''?°'''  ^-^  ^  '^^ded  him  all  that 

S?tut°eTa^^d?^i2- r  t™  r" 
for  Rozel  Bay  *°^  ^'^^P^  ^d  ran 

hars:r^„Vi*^^r4f  j^^^^^^^^^^  of  the  bay.  Which 
I  had  no  diSv  in  «     ^     ^^^  *  '^°"'«*«'J  "n^- 
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such  as  it  was.  I  told  them  plainly  that  the  ui 
conscious  man  was  related  to  me,  and  that  he  ha 
received  his  wound  at  my  hands.  I  let  them  believ 
it  was  an  accident,  and  that  we  came  from  the  coa; 
of  France.  They  were  full  of  rough  sympathy,  an 
when  I  had  seen  him  put  into  a  comfortable  be< 
\nd  had  dropped  some  more  cognac  into  him, 
started  at  once  for  St.  Heliers  to  find  a  doctor. 

There  was  no  difficulty  in  that.  I  went  to  the  fih 
I  was  told  of,  and  fell  fortunately.  I  described  th 
nature  of  the  Wound,  so  far  as  I  knew  it,  and  tol 
him  the  bullet  was  still  there.  He  got  the  necessar 
instruments  and  we  drove  back  to  Rozel  in  his  twc 
wheeled  gig.  Dr.  Le  Gros  wore  a  great  blue  cloa! 
and  his  manner  was  brusque,  but  cloak  and  manne 
covered  a  very  kind  heart.  Moreover,  he  had  ha 
a  very  large  experience  in  gun-shot  woimds,  and  h 
was  a  man  of  much  discretion. 

As  soon  as  he  set  eyes  on  the  wound  he  rated  m 
soundly  for  not  having  it  seen  to  before,  and  I  bor 
it  meekly.  His  patient  was  his  only  concern.  H 
did  not  ask  a  single  question  as  to  how  it  was  causec 
or  where  we  came  from.  It  seemed,  however,  t 
puzzle  or  annoy  him.  He  pinched  his  lips  and  shoo! 
his  head  over  it,  and  said  angrily,  "  'Cr6  nom-de-Dieu 
It  should  have  been  seen  to  before  !  " 

"  But,  monsieur,"  I  said,  "  we  have  no  doctoi 
else  I  would  not  have  brought  him  here." 

"  But,  nom-de-Dieu  I  that  bullet  should  have  beei 
got  out  at  once.  It  is  pressing  on  the  brain.  I 
may  have  set  up  inflammation,  and  what  thai  may  Ica( 
to  the  good  God  alone  knows  I  " 

"  Pray  get  it  out  at  once,  monsieur." 

"  Ay,  ay,  that's  all  very  well,  but  the  damage  ma] 
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?o  jS'do'it^'  """■  '"'  "-d-»'eu.  you  expect  me 
"  I  am  Sony." 

"6' J'  "uii, —    ;mo —  cTt  nom-de-Dipii  1  •• 

them  till  Heft  htS;,^''  '^^  ^^^^^^  away  with 

haS  "TeVli  "te'saVr  ^*^.*'^^  ^""^*  ^  '^- 
aU-bien 7  But—  ,  - 1*;?^^-,  ^'^  "  ^h^t  was 
ously,   and  f^d    of    m,«       ^''°°'' h«  head  omin- 

braiA  which  ^req^teS^H  ""T*"*^  ^^'^  ^''^ 
me  much  discomfort        ^^^  '"''  ''"*  ^«"  "^^'^ 

nex^t'dly '  ""^  "'^*  *°  '°  '^^  P'^-d  to  return 
Torode-I  never  could  bring  myself  to  thini,     / 

^  Jen  the  doctor  came  he  asked.  "  Has  he  spoken 

'•  Not  yet ;  "  and  hu  nodded 
Doct"7. ""'    ""^^    ""'    ^*°P    •>-.    Monsieur   le 

"  He  is  better  at  home." 

'in!^T/^F  '^  ^^'  *  ^«-*  at  aU  events  " 

So  that  day  I  took  over  some  provisioning  for  Kxok, 
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and  found  him  well  advanced  with  his  building.  He 
had  got  the  walls  of  a  small  cabin  about  half-way 
up,  and  had  collected  drift  timber  enough  to  roof  it 
and  to  spare.  I  told  him  how  things  stood,  put  in  a 
few  hours'  work  with  him  on  the  house,  and  got  back 
to  Rozel. 

"  Has  he  spoken  ?  "  was  the  doctor's  firet  question 
next  day. 

"  Not  a  word." 

"  Ah  1  "  with  a  weighty  nod,  and  he  lifted  Torode's 
left  hand,  and  when  he  let  it  go  it  fell  limply. 

And  again,  each  day,  his  first  question  was,  "  Has 
he  spoken  ?  "  And  my  reply  was  always  the  same. 
For,  whether  through  lack  of  power  or  strength  of 
will  I  could  not  tell,  but  certain  it  was  that  no  word 
of  any  kind  had  so  far  passed  between  us. 

One  time,  coming  upon  him  unawares,  I  saw  his 
lips  moving  as  though  he  were  attempting  speech  to 
himself,  but  as  soon  as  he  saw  me  he  set  himself  once 
more  to  his  grim  silence,  and  the  look  in  his  eyes 
reminded  me  somehow  of  Krok. 

On  the  seventh  day,  when  the  doctor  asked  his 
usual  question,  and  I  as  usual  replied,  he  said  gravely, 
"  'Cr6  nom-de-Dieu,  I  doubt  if  he  will  ever  speak 

again.    You  see "  and  he  went  off  into  a  very 

full  and  deep  explanation  about  certain  parts  of  the 
brain,  of  which  I  understood  nothing  except  that  they 
were  on  the  left  side  and  controlled  the  powers  of 
speech,  and  he  feared  the  bullet  and  the  inflammation 
it  had  caused  had  damaged  them  beyond  repair. 
And  when  I  turned  to  look  at  Torode  the  dumb  misery 
in  his  eyes  assured  me  in  my  own  mind  that  it  was  so, 
for  I  had  seen  just  that  look  in  Krok's  eyes  many  a 
time. 
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Ser  on       K°^  r^''"'  '""'^^'^  ^"""^t  himself  aS' 

which  T  fhi^i,  *v   L?^     ""^  Jeanne's  pertinacity    for 
which  I^think  the  blame  should  fairly  r«t  with  her 
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I  told  them  simply  that  I  had  been  on  matti 
connected  with  Torode,  and  would  still  be  engag 
on  them  for  some  time  to  come,  and  left  it  there. 

Carette,  of  course,  understood,  and  approved  all 
had  done.  She  saw  with  me  the  necessity  of  keepi 
the  matter  from  my  mother,  lest  her  peace  of  mi 
should  suffer  shipwreck  again,  and  to  no  purpo: 
Her  loving  tenderness  and  thought  for  my  moth 
at  this  time  were  a  very  great  delight  to  me,  ai 
commended  her  still  more  to  my  mother  herself. 

My  grandfather  was  still  in  Guernsey.  His  leg  hi 
taken  longer  to  heal  than  it  might  have  done,  an 
failing  my  information  against  the  Herm  men,  1 
was  of  use  to  the  authorities  in  preparing  the  char] 
against  them. 

There  were  near  forty  prisoners  brought  over  fro 
Sercq,  some  of  them  so  sorely  wounded  that  it  w; 
doubtful  if  they  would  live  until  their  trial.  Tl 
rest  had  been  killed,  except  some  few  who  were  sa 
to  have  got  across  to  France.  To  my  great  reli 
neither  young  Torode  nor  his  mother  was  among  tl 
dead  or  the  captives. 

Krok  was  supposed  in  Sercq  to  be  with  my  gran< 
father  in  Guernsey,  and  his  absence  excited  no  remarl 
For  myself,  in  Sercq  my  absence  was  accoimted  fc 
by  the  necessity  for  my  being  in  Guernsey,— whil 
in  Guernsey  an  exaggerated  accoimt  of  the  wound 
had  received  on  the  Couple  offered  excuse  for  m 
retirement ;  and  so  the  matter  passed  without  undu 
comment. 

George  Hamon  had  informed  my  grandfather  o 
his  recognition  of  Torode,  and  he  told  me  afterward 
that  for  a  very  long  time  the  old  man  flatly  refusec 
to  believe  it. 
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preferred  him  dead  and  the  ^H  ."  m*°'^*'    ''»^« 

G^lt^'^^^f-.  -  «-.  in  spite  Of 
when  we  spoke  of  it  '     ^'^   "^  grandfather 

hadLSt"aSt'°S"too^"*  ^"^"^  ^'«« 
"  Krok  did  ?    Ah-theni!!!:"     '  '^?!^^  Wm." 

acceptance  of  the  unwelcome  ^act  ""^'^"^  ''*'^ 

"«i  te  my  ow,  ,J,^' """""'>"  Ki  «o  horn. 
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showed  so  strong  a  distaste  for  my  company  that  I 
thought  well  to  go  no  more. 

He  had  taken  a  dislike  to  old  Krok  too.  Their 
common  loss  had  in  it  the  elements  of  mockery,  and 
on  my  second  visit  Krok  expressed  a  desire  to  return 
to  Sercq.  Torode  could  maintain  himself  by  fishing, 
as  they  had  done  together,  and  could  barter  his  surplus 
at  Roiel  or  Gorey  for  anything  he  required. 

And  so  we  left  him  to  his  solitude,  and  he  seemed 
content  to  have  us  go.  George  Hamon,  however,  ran 
across  now  and  again  in  his  lugger  to  see  how  he  was 
getting  on,  and  to  make  sure  that  he  was  still  there, 
and  perhaps  with  the  hope  that  sooner  or  later  that 
which  was  in  himwlf  still,  as  strong  as  it  had  been 
any  time  this  twenty  years,  might  find  its  reward. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX 
HOW  I  CAME  INTO  RICH  TREASURE 

heather  on  Longue  Pointe.  the  evening  after  I  eot 
home,     when  shaU  we  many  ?  "  * 

"  When  you  will,  Phil.     I  am  ready." 
As  soon  as  may  be  then,"  and  I  drew  her  close 
mto  my  arms,  the  richest  treasure  any  mi  mS 
have,  and  thanked  God  for  his  mercies.  ^ 

sickle  floatmg  over  Guernsey.    The  sky  was  of  a  rare 

Strir*^'."''^"  '=•''"•««'  fromVlest  bfue  t^ 
faintest  green,  and  away  to  the  north-west,  above 
the  outer  isles,  the  sun  was  sinking  behind  a  bTnV 

thm  bands  along  the  water  line.    The  clouds  were 

Z":h  '"*?,«°''J«"  ^^'  ^d  wherever  t^openrn! 
was    the  golden  glory  streamed  through  and  Ut    hf 

^H^T  r*'"  ^**'«>»'  «d  set  our  Sd  leJca 
headlands  all  aflame.  And  up  above  the  mtle  S 
drawn  clouds  were  rosy  red,  LdT^ht  back  fetHh; 
east  the  sky  was  flushed  with  colo,^.  It  was  a  ver^ 
low  tide,  too,  and  every  rock  wa*  hnr^i  I  fZ  !  7  ^ 
the  white  snif  r.t  w         -7  ^'^^'  ^°  *•>**  ^om 

dark  hne  of  «k  ™  !.*  "''""^^  ^  *»'°"«h  a  long 
C^uete  rL  .'P"  ^P'''  northwards  towards  thf 
Casquets.    Brecqhou    lay    dark   before   us,   and   the 
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Gouliot  Pass  was  black  with  its  coiling  tide.  A  flali 
of  liglit  glimmered  through  the  cave  behind,  and  no' 
and  again  came  the  boom  of  a  wave  under  some  lo' 
ledge  below.  Up  above  us  the  sky  was  full  of  larki 
and  their  sweet  sharp  notes  came  down  to  us  Uke  pea] 
of  little  silver  bells.  And  down  in  Havre  Gosseli 
the  gulls  were  wheeling  noisily  as  they  settled  their 
selves  for  the  night. 

I  have  always  thought  that  view  one  of  the  mos 
beautiful  in  the  world,  but  all  its  glories  were  a 
nothing  to  the  greater  glory  in  our  two  hearts.  W 
had  had  our  cloudy  days  and  our  times  of  storm  an< 
strife ;  and  now  they  were  past,  our  clouds  wer 
turned  into  golden  glories  and  our  hearts  were  glad 
We  had  been  parted.  We  had  looked  death  in  th 
face.  And  now  we  were  together  and  we  would  par 
no  more. 

We  sat  there  in  the  heather  till  all  the  glories  fade< 
save  our  own,— till  Guernsey  and  Herm  and  Jethoi 
sank  into  the  night— till  Brecqhou  was  only  a  shadow 
and  the  Gouliot  stream  only  a  sound  ;  and  then  wi 
went  down  the  scented  lanes  close-linked,  as  wen 
our  hearts. 

Jean  Le  Marchant  was  sitting  in  the  kitchen  wit! 
Aunt  Jeanne.  He  was  recovered  of  his  wound,  anc 
Martin  also,  but  for  the  elder,  at  all  events,  activf 
life  was  over,  and  he  would  have  to  be  content  with 
the  land,  and  his  memories. 

We  came  in  arm  in  arm. 

"  Do  you  see  any  objection  to  our  marrying  at 
once,  M.  Le  Marchant  ?  "  I  asked.  "  We  are  of  one 
mind  in  the  matter." 

"  B'en !  "  said  Aunt  Jeanne,  with  a  face  like  a 
globe  of  light.    "  We  will  have  it  on  Wednesday. 
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uL'-      ^    *"    ^eady-Wedn«day-you    Jde"' 

And  Jean  Le  Marchant  smiled  and  said  "At 
Beai^anoT  Mistress  Falla  rules  the  roos  kveii 
one  does  as  she  says."  tvery- 

nX  PWlT"  "^  ^"^"^y-    "^-  y°"  •'-d  the 

''  mat  news  then,  Aunt  Jeanne  ?  " 
in  fr^    r*"*"'  ^°"'''*  "°*  '"="<1'     George  Hamon  was 

good  God  sends  you  with  a  good^acl     Yotu\5nH' 

comforts  as  were  possible  to  the  lonely  one  on'S 
And  so,  by  no  merit  of  my  own,  I  became  ,  ™,„ 
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We  were  married  in  the  little  church  alongside  th 
Seigneurie  at  the  head  of  the  valley,  by  M.  Kerr 
Paul  Secretan,  and  Aunt  Jeanne's  enjoyment  thereii 
and  in  the  feast  that  foUowed  was,  I  am  certain 
greater  than  any  she  had  felt  when  she  was  marriec 
herself. 

We  continued  to  live  with  her  at  Beaumanoir,  an( 
she  gave  me  of  her  wisdom  in  all  matters  relating  tc 
the  land  and  its  treatment,  as  she  did  also  to  Caretti 
m  household  matters  and  the  proper  bringing  up  o 
a  famUy,  about  which  latter  subject  she  knew  far  mor« 
than  any  mother  that  ever  was  bom. 

In  me  she  found  an  apt  pupil,  and  so  came  to  leave 
matters  more  and  more  in  my  hands,  with  sharp 
cnticism  of  all  mistakes  and  ample  advice  for  settine 
things  right. 

Carette  drank  in  all  her  wisdom— until  the  babies 
came,  and  then  she  took  her  own  way  with  them, 
and,  judging  by  results,  it  was  an  exceUent  way. 

George  Hamon  still  brought  me  word  from  time  to 
time  of  the  exile  on  the  Ecr^hous. 

We  were  sitting  over  the  fire,  one  cold  night  in  the 
spnng,  Carette  and  I,  Aunt  Jeanne  having  gone  to 
bed  to  get  warm,  when  a  knock  came  on  the  door,  and 
when  I  opened  it  George  Hamon  came  in  and  stood 
before  the  hearth.  He  looked  pinched  and  cold, 
and  yet  aglow  with  some  inner  warmth,  and  his  first 
word  told  why. 

"  He  is  dead,  Phil.  I  found  him  lying  in  his  bed 
as  if  asleep,  but  he  was  dead." 

I  nodded  soberly.  He  was  better  dead,  but  I  was 
glad  he  had  not  died  by  my  hand. 

"  I  have  got  him  here "  said  Uncle  George. 

"  Here  ?  "  and  I  jumped  up  quickly. 
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;;  You  are  going  to  tell  her  ?  "  J  asked. 

will  STuTno  TtfJ:'  r,  ^'  '  ''^-  We 
theoldwou^rbt  plisTc^T  P-nV  "  ^  0P«> 
shall  be  happy  yet  ■'  ^         ^'  ^  «^  heal  it  and  she 

UndlGeorL"^  ml' V^"'^  y°"  ^^  h«^  the  wound 
"a)m!.WK   ^^*''°y°"wantmetodo?" 
<-«me  with  me,  if  you  will  •  "  o„-i  t  1  •      J 
and  followed  him  out.  ^  ^'''^'^  ""^  ^"^ 

"  You  understand  "  hp  miVI   o, 
fields    to    BelfonSe     "  K.  '  "^""^  ^"°«  t''* 

men.  I  recognS^L  .S  ^^  ^°°S  Torode's 
that  he  shouK  bTwld^'-TnT'^l''™  °«  ^° 
standing  we  knocked  on  Sot  and  teTt  S'*  '"'^'- 

..^^r^^:trri?rd£^^--' 

over  a  fishing-net  '^"""g,  ana  Krok  was  busy 

you  »ltt  ,„„  h^%    "  j„"  S„^"  »'<'«»••  '<■  »e 
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over  her,  and  her  face  flushed  and  made  her  youne 
again. 
"  What  is  it  ?  " 

"  Paul  Martel  died  yesterday." 
"  Paul  ?  "  and  her  hand  went  quickly  to  her  heart, 
as  though  to  still  a  sudden  stab  of  pain,  and  for  the 
moment  her  face  whitened  and  then  dyed  red  again. 

Krok  had  eyed  Uncle  George  keenly  from  the 
moment  he  entered.  Now  he  did  a  strange  thing. 
He  got  up  quietly  and  took  down  a  lantern  and  went 
to  the  fire  to  Ught  it.  Perhaps  it  had  been  an  under- 
stood thing  between  them.    I  do  not  know. 

My  mother  looked  at  Krok  and  then  at  Uncle 
George,  and  my  grandfather  stood  up. 

"  Yes,"  said  Uncle  George  with  a  grave  nod.  "  I 
have  got  him  here— in  my  boat  in  Port  du  Moulin, 
for  I  knew  you  could  not  credit  it  unless  you  saw  him 
yourself." 

"  But  how ?  "  she  faltered. 

"  He  was  among  Torode's  crew— he  was  wounded. 
I  recognised  him,  and  we  got  him  away  lest— well,  you 
understand  ?  He  has  been  Uving  on  the  Ecr^hous, 
and  he  died  there  yesterday.  Will  you  see  him  ?  "' 
and  he  looked  at  her  very  earnestly,  and  she  knew 
all  that  his  bok  meant. 

Her  silence  seemed  long,  while  Uncle  George  looked 
at  her  entreatingly,  and  she  looked  at  the  floor,  and 
seemed  lost  in  thought. 
"  Yes,"  she  said  at  last,  and  went  towards  the  door. 
"  Put  on  a  shawl.    The  night  is  cold,"  said  Uncle 
George,  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  there  was  something 
of  a  new  and  gentle  right  in  his  tone,  something  of 
proprietorship  in  his  manner. 
And  so  we  went  along  the  footpaths  past  La  Moinerie 


Uncle 
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possibly  have  gone  by  St  Ind  th7  ""^''u''  «"^'* 
George  had  brought  hi^ThVe         '*  "'''  "''-"  ^'"='«' 

Krok  hew\he iitLT  ""  ^^""^  ^  ^^e  way. 
George  walked  Se  ^hLTe  ™°*^'''''  ''''■  ^nck 
her,  in  the  descenTaTd  heli?'.*"^.  ^*  "^*  l'«^°« 
came  at  last  to  the  shWi^  ^^'^  '^°^'  ^^  so  we 
boat.  ^*  ''""^'^  ^""J  <=ninched  over  it  to  the 

Unde°Xe7,  ^J  ^,*- -  a  „elc.  and  he  and 
Which  was  ^cf.r.Ztt^tyZsll''  '"^^- 
an5^aT;X\rtn  -^  ««2S-the  body 
his  lanten^.^My'^rthi-stcr  '"'  '"'"'^  ^^''"«'>t 
pinched  as  she  ifneht^L  isWeTal^.f '^^  "''^ 
she  started  and  looked  n„i;S  '  ^^  **  *"*  ^'ght 
as  though  in  doubt  or  dS'^Z"*  ^"1f  ^''"'^^ 
George  bent  down  and  with  h^c  u^  Pfsently  Uncle 

over  the  rough  stones  wW^    ,   ^  '^^''^  stumbling 

in  performing  these  last  ritl.  f      ^'"""^  satisfaction 
g  mese  last  ntes  for  a  man  whom  he  had 
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always  hated  for  his  treatment  of  my  mother.  I  do 
not  know.  But  he  certainly  went  about  it  with  a  grim 
earnestness  which  was  not  very  far  removed  from 
enjoyment. 

He  stripped  the  mizzen-mast  of  its  sail,  and  Uncle 
George  said  no  word  against  it.  If  Krok  had  required 
the  lugger  itself  as  a  coffin  he  would  not  have  said 
him  nay. 

He  wrapped  the  body  carefully  in  the  saU,  with 
great  smooth  stones  from  the  beach,  and  with  some 
rope  and  his  knife  he  sewed  it  all  tightly  together 
and  pulled  each  knot  home  with  a  jerk  that  was 
meant  to  be  final,  and  his  hairy  old  face  was  crumpled 
into  a  frown  as  he  worked. 

We  ran  swiftly  up  Great  Russel  under  the  strong 
west  wind,  until,  by  the  longer  swing  of  the  seas,  we 
faiew  we  were  free  of  the  rocks  and  islands  north  of 
Herm. 

Then  Uncle  George  turned  her  nose  to  the  wind,  and 
under  the  slatting  saU.  with  bared  heads,  we  com- 
mitted to  the  seas  the  body  of  him  who  had 
wrought  such  mischief  upon  them  and  in  some  of 
our  lives. 

Dieu  merci !  "  said  Uncle  George,  as  the  long  white 
figure  slipped  from  our  hands  and  plunged  down 
through  the  black  waters.  Then  he  clapped  on  his 
cap  and  turned  the  hehn,  and  the  lugger  went  bounding 
back  qmcker  than  she  had  come,  for  she  and  we  were 
lightened  of  our  loads. 

We  ran  back  round  Brecqhou  into  Havre  Gosselin, 
and  climbed  the  ladders  and  went  to  our  homes. 

Uncle  George  and  my  mother  were  married 
just  a  month  after  our  little  Phil  was  born  and  I 
learned  again,  from  the  look  on  my  mother's  face. 


:^OW  I  CAME  INTO  RICH  TREASURE  38, 
that  a  woman's  age  is  countpH  „„♦  u 

CS  ho^^hSrS'ete  alS^J^  f  .-'3'  one 
Bcaumanoir,  for  it  is  fuU  nf ?k  '  ?^*  '*  ""^^  at 
voice,,  and  the  patter  otSu/e  1^^"""'  ''  ^'^^-'» 


THE  FORTY  MEN  OF  SERCQ  IN  THE 
YEAR  1800 


No.      Name  of  House. 
'•  LeFort     . 

2.  Le  Grand  Fort 

3.  La  Tour     . 

4-  LaGenAUire 

5-  LaRade    . 

6.  La  Ville  Rousse; 

7- 

8. 

10. 

"•  LeCanefour" 

"•  LaValettedeBas 

J3-  La  Valette 

'4-  VauxdeCreux. 

'5-  La  Friponneiie 

16.  LaColinette 

17-  LeHanoir 

i8.  LaVauroqne 

19.  La  Forge  . 

20.  LaPommednciuen  ' 

21.  Dixcart     . 
«.  Grand  Dixcart 
23-  PeUt  Dixcart 
24.  Lajaspellerie    . 
25-  ClosBourel 


EAST  SIDE 

Tenant. 
Thomas  Hamon. 
Jean  Le  Feuvre. 


•  Philippe  GuiJle.  ' 

•  Thomas  Mauger. 

•  RerreLe  Feuvre. 

•  Abraham  De  Carteret 

•  Jean  Vaudin. 

•  PhiUppe  Guille. 

•  Jean  Drillot 
■    Elie  Guille. 
.    Elie  Guille. 

•  Robert  De  Carteret 

K«Te  Le  Pelley  (Seigneur). 
Martin  LeMasmier 
JeanFalle. 

KerreLePelley  (Seigneur), 
^omas  De  Carteret. 
Thomas  De  Carteret 

SZs^^G^^.^^*™")- 
Henn  Le  Masnrier 
Eliza  Poidestre. 
WiUiamLeMasurier. 
Abraham  Guille 
383 


THE  FORTY  MEN  OF  SERCQ  IN  1800 
FiTiT  SsRcg 


No 

.    Name  of  Hoqm.                  Tenant. 

36. 

.    PhiUppe  GuiUe. 

27. 

LaHonaie 

.    NichoUaHoUet 

38. 

LaFriponnarie 

.    PhlUppe  Baker. 

WEST  SIDE 
FrriT  Sracg 

39. 

DnVallerie 

.    Jean  Hamon. 

30. 

La  Fipetterie 

.    HeUer  Baker. 
SsKcg 

3'- 

Dosd'Arie 

.    Abraham  Guille. 

3»- 

.    FhiUppe  Slowley. 

33- 

Beauregard 

.    Pierre  Le  Hasurier. 

34- 

LeVieuxPort 

.    Philippe  Tanquerel. 

3S- 

LePort     . 

.    Edouard  Vandin. 

36. 

LaM<dgnerie 

.    Jean  Le  Feuvre. 

37- 

La  Rondebie 

.    Thomas  Mauger. 

38. 

LaMoinerie 

.    Abraham  Baker. 

39' 

L'Ednae   . 

.    Wilham  De  Carteret 

40. 

La  Seignenrie 

.    Pierre  Le  PeUey. 

And  for  tlie  purposes  of  this  story — 
BeUontalne       .        .    PhOipCani. 


Beanmanoir 


Peter  Le  Marchant  (Jeanne  ¥1 
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(Jeanne  Falla). 
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